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To the Right Honourable, 


PEREGRINE 


Lord Marguils of Carmarthen, "KC. 


My Lord, - by, 74.8: | 
Eing equally a ftranger to your Lordſhip, and the 
whole Nobil of this Kingdom, ſomething of a natu- 
ral impulſe and afpiring motion in my inclinations, has 
prompted me, tho I ' rd a preſutmption, to de- 
clare my Reſpe&t. And be the Succeſs how it will, 1 am vain 
of nothing in this piece, but the choice of my Patron ; I ſhall 
be ſo far thought a judicious Authot, whoſe principal buſt- 
neſs is to deſign his Works an offering to the greateſt Honour 
and Merit. : | 
I cannot hers, my Lord, ſtand accuſed of any fort of Adu- 
lation, but to my ſelf, becauſe Compliments due to Merit 
return upon the gtver, and the only flattery is to my ſelf, whilſt 
I attempt your ordſhips praiſe. I dare make no effay on your 
Lordſhips youthful Bravery and Courage, becauſe ſuch isalways 
| with Modeſty, but ſhall venture to preſent you ſome 
ines on this Subject, which the world will undoubtedly apply 
to your Lordſhip. 


Courage, the higheſt gift, that ſcorns to bend 

To mean devices for 4 ſordid end. . 

C our age —4} independant ſpark from Heaven's bright Throne, 
By which the Soul ſtands raisd, triumphant, high, alone. 


(rreat in it ſelf, not praiſes of the crowd, 
Above all wice, it ftoops not to be proud. 
-2 


C onrage 


*birrnes 4. 
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Courage, the mighty attribute of powers above, 

* which thoſe you in Way, are great in Love. 
he ſpring of all brave As is _ [ here, 

As falſboods draw their ſordid birth from fear, 


The beſt and nobleft part of mankind pay homage to Royalty, 
what veneration then is due to thoſe Vertues and Endowments 
which even engag'd the reſpe& of Royalty it ſelf, in the per- 
ſon of one of the greateſt Emperours in the World, who choſe 
your Lordſhip not only as a Companion, but a ConduQtor. 

He wanted the Fire of ſuch a Brirto» to animate his cold 
Raffians, and wow'd therefore chooſe you his Leader in War, 
as in Travel : he knew the Fury of the Ta#k cou'd be only 
ſtopt by an Exg/iſþ Nobleman, as the Power of France was by 
an Englich King, A ſenſe of this greatneſs which might de- 
ter others, animates me to Addref, our Lordſhip ; refolv*'d 
that my firſt Muſe ſhou'd take an high and daring flight, I 
aſpir'd to your Lordſ{hips Prote&ion for this trifle, which I 
muſt own my ſelf now proud of, affording me this opportu- 
nity of Humbly declaring my elf, 


My Lord, 
Your Lordſhips 


moſt devoted Servant, 


G. Farquhar. 


PROLOGUE: 
By F. H. ſpoken by Mr. Powe#,, a Servant 
attending with a Bottle of Wine. 


S ftubborn Aiheifts, who diſclain'd to $ray,-..:-6 
mh tho late, upon their dying day, | 


So m their pangs, moſt Author's rack'd with fears, 
Inf lore your mercy in our (uppliant pray'rs. 
But our new Author has no Cauſe maintained, 

| Let him not Liſe what be has never gained. 
Loveand a Bottle are bis peaceful \arms 2 
Luies, and Gallants, have not theſe ſome Charms. 
For Lov e, all mankiud to the Fair muſt ſue, 
And vSirs, the Bottle, he preſen:s to your. 
Health to the Play, (diinks.) cen let it fairly paſs, | 
Sure none fit bere that will refuſe their. glaſs. ' 
0 there s 4 damning Soldier —— let me think: 
He looks as he were ſworn---to what !---to drink, \ @iok. 
Come on then , foot to foot be boldly ſet; yl 
And our young Author's new Commiſſuon wet. 
He and his Bottle here attend their. doom, 
From you the Poets Hellicon muſt come : 
If he has any foes, to makg amends, -J.- 
He gives his ſervice (drinks) ſ#re you now are friends. 

| No Critick here will be provoke to fight, 
The day be theirs, _ be only begs his Night ; 


Pray pledge him now, ſecur'd from all abu, 


Thez name the health you love, let none re ſe, 


But each man's Miſtreſs be the Poet's Myſe. 5 
E Þ I- 


Written and Spoke by To Haynes in Mourning. © 


——_ _-—— ————— cc ” ——— 


X > 4  y Th . 4 \ +4 
. - c . 


He and his Play may both be demn'd for me. 

0; Royal Theatre, I come -to mn or thee. 
And muſt 't : Straftures then unti KORET 
Whilſt the other Houſe ſtands and gets "th Devil and all ? 
Muſt ftill kind Pers 0 þ aff Weathers ſteer "em ? 
And Beanties bloom their bn fb of Edax, Rerum. 
Vivitur Ingenio, "that damn'd; Morro there [Looking up at it. 
Seduc'd me firſt to be Wicked Player. 
Hard T imes, . indeed, Oh"Tempora.! Oh Mores / 
1 knew that Stage uy down where not one whore 1s. 

But can yoa have the hearts tho” ? (pray now ſpeak) 
After all our Services t0 let us break, 

ou cannot dot unleſs the Devil's in ye, 

What Arts, what Merit ha'it we as'd to win ye ? 
Firſt to divert ye _ ome new French ſlrowlers ;. * 
We brought ye Ps,Barba Colar's. [Mocking tlic late ſingers. 

When t ; Mal Fhroats mo longer drew your Money. 
We got ye 4» Eunuch's Pipe, Seignior Rampon > 
That Beardleſs Song ſter we cou'd nere make much on. ; 
The Females found | 4 bags Blot in his Scutcheon. 
As Ttalian now we've got of mighty Fame, 
Don Segiſmondo* Fi "rare s Maſick-; im bis Name, 
His woice is like the Mufic —x 13 wy 
It fbou'd be Heavenly for ame Price it bears ſ20/. a time. 
He's a hand ſore Fs too, look brisks and trim. 
If he dow't jake ye, Then the Devil take him. 
—_— s leaſt our white fares always mayi?t delight ye ; 
Wewve Pickt up Gypſies mow topleaſe or fright ye. 
Laſtly to make our Houſe more Courtlier ſhine ; C 


Come not here, our Poets Fate to fee, ; 


14s Travel does the Men of Mode refin | 
$0 our Stage Hero's did rherr Four 55 ih 


To mend their Vhniers aid courfs roi Piedby, 
They went to Iteland to impreve wich : 
Tet for all thi we ſtil} are at 4 h | 
0h Collier ! Collier ! Thou'f nd loi abi Cob 
She to return, our Foreigner”s ZAWCE 
At Cupid's s call, has made 4 Trip #9 France. 
Love's Fire Arm? S here are ſince a. rien Ours. 
We ve loſt the only Touch-hole of our Ho 
Loſing . that Jewel gave us 4 Fatal blow 
Well, if thin Audience maſt Jo. Haynes my 
Well, if "tis decreed, Nor can thy Fate, Q ) Stage 
Ref he Yar f this obaarate Age, 
Ul then wiſer, leave off Plojiae the Fool, 
And Hire this this Play-Houſe for « -School, 
=p think the Maids wow't be in « ſweet Condition 
hen they are Under Jo.. a nes's Grave Tuition. 
They ll have no occ m fare ro Play ” 
They ll have fach Sh another way. I 


Lucinda. 
Leanthe 
Truage 
Bullfinch. 
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ACT I. SCENE Lixcolas-Inn-Fields. 


Enter Roebuck in Riding habit Solus, repeat- 
ing the following Line. | |. 


— —_ _ 


HUS far cur Arms have with Sncceſs been Crown'd. — 
Heroically ſpoken, faith, of a fellow that has not one farthing 
in his Pocket. If I have one Penny to buy a Halter withal in 
my preſent neceſſity, may I be hang?d ; tho I'm reduc'd to a 

fair way of obtaining one methodically very ſoon, if Robbery or Theft 
will purchaſe the Gallows, But hold—Can't I rob honourably, by turn- 
ing Soldier ? | |, 


Enter a Cripple begging. 
Crip. One farthing to the poot old Soldier, for the Lord's ſake. 


Roeb. Ha |! a glimpſe of Damnation juft as' a Man is entering in- 
to ſin, is no great policy of the Devil. ——But how long, did you bear 
Arms, friend; | ' 

Crip. Five years, an't pleaſe you Sir. » 


Roeb. And how long has that honourable Crutch born you ? 

Crip. Fiftcen, Sir. ; | 

Roeb, Very pretty ! Five year a Soldier, and Fifteen a Beggar ! == This 
is Hell right !an age of Damnation for a,momentary offence, Thy condition 
fellow, is preferable to mine ; the merciful Bullet, more kind than thy 
ungrateful Country, has given thee a Debenter 1: thy broken Leg, from - 
which thou canſt draw a more plentiful maintenance than I from all my 
Limbs in perfef&tion. Prethee friend, why wouldſt thou beg of me ? Doſt 
think Vm rich'? | 

B Crip, No, 


= | Love and is Bottle. 


Crip. No, Sir, and therefore I believe you charitable. Yonr warm 
fellows are fo far above the ſenſe of our Milery, that they can't pitty us ; 

and I haye always found .it, by ſad experience, as needleſs to beg of a 
rich Man as a Clergyman. Our greateſt BenefaQtors, the brave Officers 
are all disbanded, and muſt now turn Beggars like my ſelf ; and ſo, Times 
are very hard, Sir. . 

Roeb, What, are the Soldiers more charitable than the Clergy. 

Crip. Ay, Sir, A Captain will fay Dan”me, and give me Six-pence ; 
and a Parſon ſhall whine Gut God bleſs me, and give me not a farthing - 
Now 1 think the Officers Bleſſing much the beſt. | 

Roth. Are the Beav's never compaſſionate ? 

Crip. The great full Wigs they wear, ſtop their Ears ſo cloſe, that they 
can't hear vs ;and it they © ſhou*d, they never have any farthings about 'em. 

Rocb. Then I am a Beav, friend; therefore pray leave me. Begging 
from a generous Soul thatthas not to beſtow, is more tormenting than 
Robbery to a Miſer in hls abundance. Prethee friend, be thou charita- 
ble for once; I beg only the favour which rich friends beſtow, a little 
Rye. 1 am as poor as thou art, and am deſigning to turn 
Soldier, . 

Crip. No, no, Sir, See what an honourable Poſt I am forc'd to ſtand to, 
My Rags are ſcarecrows ſufficient to frighten any ane from the Field ; 
rather turn bird of prey at home. CShewing his Crutch: 

Roeb. Grammercy,old Devil. I find Hell has its Pimps of the - Poa ſort, 
as well as of the wealthy. 1I fancy, friend, thou haſt got a Cloven-foot 
inſtead of a broken Leg. ?Tis a hard Caſe, that a Manmuſt never ex- 
pe& to go nearer Heawn-than ſome ſteps of a Ladder. But *tis unavoi- 
dable ; 1 have my wantsto lead, and the Devil to drive ; and if I cann't 
meet my friend Lovewell, ( whick I think impoſſible, being ſo great a 
ſtranger in Fown ) Fortune thou haſt done thy worſt; I proclaim open 
War againſt thee, 

Pl ſtab thy next rich Darling that T ſee ; 
And killing him, be thus reveng'd on thee. 
[Goes to the back part of the Stage, as into the 
We] Walks, making ſome turns —__ the Stage in 
diſorder, while the next ſreak,' Exit Beggar, 


Enter Lucinda and Pindreſs. 


Licin. Oh theſe Summer mornings are ſo delicately fine, Pirdreſ5, it 
does me good to be abroad. | 
Pin. Ay, Madam, theſe Summer mornings are as pleaſant to young 


Folks, as the Winter nights to marri'd people, or as your morning of Beau- 
ty to Mr. Lovewell, 


Lucin. Pm violently afraid the Evening of my Beauty will fall to his 


ſhare very ſoon; for I'm inclinable to marry him. 1 ſhall ſoon lie under 
an Eclipſe, P:nareſ-. Pin. Then 


- 


Lo 


UM 


Love and" a Bottle. ” 3 

"P64. Theti it muſt be full: Moon with your Ladyſhip. But why wou'd 
you chooſe to marry in Summer, Madam ? | 

Le. 1 know no cauſe, but that people are apteſt to run mad. in hot 
weather, unleſs you take a Womens reaſon. 

Pin. What's that, Madam ? 

Luc. Why, I am weary of lying alone. 

Pin, Oh dear Madam! lying alone is very dangerous ; *tis apt.to 
breed ſtrange Dreams. | | 

Luc. 1 had the oddeſt Dream laſt night of 'my Courtier that is to 
be, *Squire Mockmede. He appear'd crowded about with a Dancing- 
Maſter, Puſhing-Maſter, Muſick-Maſter, and all the throng of Beau: 
makers;” and methought he mimick'd Foppery ſo dwkwardly, that his 


' imitation” was down-right burleſquing it. 1 burſt out a laughing ſo hears 


tily, that I waken'd my ſelf. 
Pin.But Dreanis go by contraries, Madam. Haye not yon ſeen him yet, 


Luc, No; but my Unkles Letter gives account that he's newly come 
to Town from the Univerſity, where his Education could reach no far- 
ther than to guzzle fat Ale, ſmoak Tobaco, and chop Logick.—Faugh— 


it makes me Sick, 'Y | | 

Pin. But he's very rich, *Madam ; his-Concerns joyn to yours in the 
Country. ; | 

Lnc.Ay.but his Concerns ſhall never joyn to mine in the City:For fince 
I have the diſpoſal of my own Fortune, Lovewe/*s the Man for my Money. 

Pin. Ay, and for my Money ; for Tye have had above twenty Pieces 
from him ſince his Courtſhip: began. He's the prettieſt ſober Gentle- 
man ; 1 have ſo ſtrong an opinion 'of his modeſty, that I'm afraid, Ma- 
dam, your firſt Chik Will be a Fool: | 

Luc. Oh God forbid / I hope a Lawyer underſtands bugyneſs better 
than to beget any thing no compoſ. _—— The Walks fill a pace; the Ene- 
my approaches, we mult ſet ont our falſe Colours. [pur on their Adasks. 

Pin. We Masks are the pureſt Privateers / Madam, how would you 
like to Cruiſe about« a little ? | 

Luc. Well enough, had we no Enemies but our Fops and Cits : But 
I dread theſe bluſtring Men of War, the Officers, who after a Broad- 


ſide of Danyme's and Sinkme's, are for boarding all Masks they meet, 


as lawful Prize. 

Pin, In truth Madam, and the moſt of *emare lawful Prize, for they 
generally have French Ware under Hatches, 

Luc. Oh hidiovs ! © my Conſcience Girl thowat quite ſpoild, An. 
Acres upon the Stage would bluſh at ſuch expreſſions. 

Pin. Ay Madam, and your Ladyſhip wou'd ſeem to'bluſh in the Box, 
when the redneſs of your face proceeded from nothing but the conſtraint 
of holding \your. Laughter. Did you chide me for not putting a 


ſtronger Lace if your Stays, when you had broke one as ſtrong as a 
| B 2 Hemp» ' 
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 * ' Lowe and @ Bottle: 


Hempen Cord, with containing a violent Tihee ata ſmutty. Jeſt in the 
laſt Play: | 
Luc, Go, go, thou'rt a naughty Girl ; thy impertinent Chat has di- 


. verted us from our bugneſs, I'm afraid Lovewell has miſs'd ns for want 


of the Sign.— But whom have we here ? an odd figure / ſome Gentleman 
in diſguiſe, 1 believe. | £2 57M | 

Pin, Had he a finer Suit on, I ſhon'd believe him in diſguiſe ; for I 
fancy his fricnds have only known him by that this Twelye-month. 

Luc. His Mien and Air ſhew him a Gentleman, and his Cloaths de- 
monſtrate him a Wit, He may afford us ſome ſport, I have a Female 
inclination to talk to him, 

Pin. Hold, Madam, | he looks as like one of thoſe dangeror$ Men of 
War you juſt now mention'd as can be ; you had beſt ſend out your 
Pinnace before to diſcover the Enemy. | 


Luc. No, I'll hale him my ſelf. * [ Phoves towards him. 
* What, Sir, dreaming -? ['Slaps bim &th* Sholder with her Fan, 
Roeb. Yes, Madam. [: Sulenly 


Luc. Of what ? : 

Roeb. Of the Devil, and now my Dream's out, 

Luc. What ! do you Dream ſtanding, 2. 

Roeb. Yes faith, Lady,very often when my ſleep's haunted by ſuch pret= 
ty Goblins as you. You area ſort of Dream 1 wou'd fain be reading : 
Pma very good interpreter Indeed, Madam. | 

Luc." Are you then one of the Wiſe Men of the Eaſt ? 

Roeb. No, Madam 3 but one of the Fools of the Weſt. 

Luc, Pray what do you mean by that ? 

Roeb. An Iriſh-man, Madam, at your. Service. | 

Luc. Oh horrible ! an Iriſh-nfan! a meer Wolf-Dog, I proteſt, 

Rob. Ben't furpriz'd Child ; the Wolt-Dog is as well natur'd an An- 
nimal as any of your Country Bull-Dogs, and a much more fgwning 
Creature, let me tell ye, [ Lays hold on her 

Luc. Pray good Ceſar, keep off your Paws; no ſcavping acquaintance, 
for Heaven's ſake, Tell us ſome. news of your Country ; I have heard 
the ſtrangeſt Stories, -- that the people wear Horns and Hoots. 

Roeb. Yes, faith, a great many wear Horns : but we had that among 
other laudable fafhions,from London.! think it came over with your mode 
of wearing highTopknots ; for ever ſince, the Men and Wives bear their 
heads exalted alike. They were both faſhions that took wondertully. 

Lucs Then you: have Ladies among you ? 

Roch. Yes, yes, we haye Ladies, and Whores ; Colleges,and Playhouſes; 
Churches,anq Taferns ; fine Houſes, and Bawdy-houſes ; in ſhort,every 
thing that you can boaſt of, but _ Poets, Toads and Adders., 

- Luc. But haye you no Beau's at al] ? | 

Roeb. Yes, they come over, like the Woodcoks, once a year. 

Luc. And have your Ladies no Springes-to catch %em. in ? 

5 ; Rocb. No, 


Love and @ Boitle. "I 5 


Roch. No, Madam ; our own Country affords usmuch better Wild- 
fowl. - Batthey are generally ſtripp'd of their feathers by the Playhouſe 
and [Taverns ; in both which they pretend to be Criticks ; and our 
ignorant Nation 'imagines a full Wig as infallible a token 'of a Wit as 
the Lawrel. | | 

Luc. Oh Lard / and here *tis the certain ſign of a Blockkead. But 
why no Poets in Ireland, Sir ! | 

Roeb. Faith, Madam, I know not, unleſs St. Parrick ſent them a pack- 
ing with other venomovs ' Creatures out of Jreland. Nothing that 
carries a Sting in its Topgue can live there. Bat ſince I have deſcri- 
bed my Country, let me know a little of England, by a ſight of your 
Face, * | | Eh | | 

Luc. Come you to particulars firſt. Pray, Sir, unmaſque, by telling 
who you are ; and then Pl] unmaſque, and ſhew who am. 

Roeb. You muſt diſmiſs your attendant then, Madam ; for the diſtin- 
gviſhing particular 0: me Is a Secret. - Ks 

Pin. Sir, I can keep a Secret as well as my Miſtreſs ; and the grea- 
ter the ſecrets are, I love ?em the better. | 

Luc. Cawt they be whiſper'd, Sir ? 

Roch, Oh yes, Madam, 1 can give you a hint, by which vou may 
underſtand *em—— [Pretends to whiſyer, and kiſſes ber. 

Luc. Sir, youre Impudent——— 
Roch. Nay, Madam, finceoure ſo good at minding folks, haye with 
you. [Catches ber faſt, carrying ber off. 


—_— Help ! help ' help ! 
| 


Pin, 
Enter Lovewell. | 


Love. Villain, unhand the Lady, and defend thy ſelf. A [ Draws, 
Roeb. What ! Knight-Errants in this Conntry ! Now has the De- 
vil very opportunely: ſent me a Throat to cut ; Pray Heaven his Pock- 


ets be well lin'd. [_ Qu1irs *em, they 99 off. 
Have at thee St. George tor England.-— [They fight, after ſome paſſes, 
My Friend Lovewell ? Reod. ſtarts back and pauſes. 

Love. My dear Rocbuck ! [Fling down their Swords and embrace. 


Shall 1 believe my eyes ? 

Roch, You may believe your ears ; *Tis I be gad, 

Love. Why thy being in Zoudon is ſuch a myſtery, that I muſt have. 
the evidence of - more ſenſes than one to confirm me of its truth, —- 
But pray unfold the Riddle. | | 

Roeb, Why Faith *tis-a Riddle, You wonder at it betore the Expla- 
nation, then wonder more at your felf for not gueſſing it,-What is the 
Univerſal cauſe of the continued Evils of mankind ? fs 


Love. 


_— Love and a Bottle. 


Love. The Univerſal cauſe of Gur continu'd evil is the, Devil ſure, 
-Roeb, No, *tis the Fleſh, Ned.—-That very Woman that. drove us all 


out of Paradiſe, has ſent we a packing out of Ireland. 


Love. How ſo ? | 
Roch. Only taſting the forbidden Fruit : that was all, 
Love. Is ſimple Fornicaticn become ſo great a Crime there, as to be 


 puviſhable by no leſs than Baniſhmenr ? 


Roeb. Ll gad, mine was donble Fornication,. Ne4-— The Jade was ſo 
pregnant to bear Twins; the fruit grew in Cluſters; and my uncon- 
ſcionable Father, - becauſe 1 was a Rogne m Debanching her, wou'd 
make me a fool by Wedding her: But I wou'd not marry a Whore, 
and he would not own a diſobcdient Son, and ſo .—. 

Love. But was ſhe a 'Gentlewaman ? . 

Rob. Pſhaw | No, ſhe kad no Fortune. She wore .indeed a Silk 
Manteau and High-Head ; but theſe are grown as little ſigns of Gen» 
tility now a-days, as that is of Chaſtity. 

Love. But what neceſlity forc'd you to leave the Kinzdom ? 

Rocb, I'll tell your. — To ſhun ti infulting Authority of aii incens'd 
Father, the dull and often-repeated advice of impertinerr Relations, 
the continual clamours of a furious Woman, and the ſhrill bawling 
of an ill:natur*d Baſtard.— From all which, Good Lord deliver me. 

Love. And ſo you left them to Grand Dada !—Ha, ha, ha. 

Roeb, Heaven wes pleaſed to leſſen my afflition, by taking away 
the ſhe Brat ; but the YVother 1s, 1 hope, well, becauſe a. brave Boy 
whom I chriſten'd Edward, after thee, Lovewell ; I made bold to make 
my man ſtand for you, and your Siſter ſent her Maid to give ber name 
to my Davghter. | 

Love. Now you talk of my Siſter, pray how does ſhe ? | 

Koeb. Dear Lovewell, a very Miracle of Beauty and Goodneſs, 
But I don't like her. | 

Love. Why ? | | | 

Roeb. She's Virtvous ;—and I think Beauty and Virtue are as 11 Joyn- 
ed as Lewdneſs and Uglineſs. 

Love. But I hope your Arguments could not make her a Proſelyte to 
this Profeſſion. 7 | 

Roeb. Faith I endeavour'd it ; but that Plaguy Honour=Damn it for 
a whim — Were it as honourable for Women to be Whores, as men to 
be Whore-maſters, we ihou'd have Lewdnefs as great a Mark of Qua- 
lity among the Ladies, as*tis now among the Lords. 

Love. What ! do you hold no innate Priaciple of Vertue in Wo- 
men? -' 

Roeb. I hold an innate principle of Love in them : Their Paſſons 
are-.as great'as ours, their Reaſon weaker. We. 2dmire them and 
conſequently they muſt us. And I tell thee once more, That had Wo- 
men no ſafe guard but your innate Principle of Vertue, honeſt George 


: Roebuck 


Love and a Bottle. 
Roebuck wov'd have lain with your Siſter, Ved, and ſhou'd enjoy a 
Count#ſs before night. 75-08 

Lov. But methinks, George, *twas not fzir to tempt my Siſter. 

Roch. Methinks *twas not fair of thy Siſter, Ned, to tempt me. As ſhe 
was thy Siſter, 1 had nodeſign vpon her : but as ſhe's a pretty Woman, 
I could ſcarcely forbear her, were ſhe my own. 

Love. But, upon ſerious refleftion, Cou'd not you have liv'd better 
at home, by turning thy Whore into a Wife, than hear by turning o- 
ther Mens Wives into Whores ? There arc Merchants Ladies in Lox- 
don, and you muſt trade with them, for ought 1 ſee. 

Roch. Ay,but is the Trade open? Is the Manufacture inconrag?d, old Boy? * 

Lov. Oh, wonderfnlly / —a great many poor people live by't. Tho 
the Hnsbands are for engrofling the Trade,', the Wives are alto- 
. gether for encouraging Interlopers. But I hope you have brought ſome 

ſmall Stock to ſet up with. | 

Roch. The greatneſs of my wants, which wow'd force me to diſco- 
ver 'em, makes me bluſh to own *em. [ 4ſide.J Why faith, Ned, I 

- had a- great Journey from 7re/and hither, and wou'd burden my ſelf 
with no more than juſp neceſſary Charges. 

Lov. Oh, then you have brought Bills ? 

Roeb. No, faith. Exchange of Money from Dubl;» hither is ſo unrea- _ 
ſonable high, that | | | 
" Lov. What? 

Roeb. That 
ſtand me ? 

Lov. No faith, I never underſtand one that comes in forma pauperis ; 
- I bat ſtudy'd theLaw fo long for noching.—Bnt what proſpe& can you 
propoſe of a ſupply ? 

Koeb, PN tell you. When you appear'd; 1 was juſt thanking my 
Stars for ſending me a Throat to cut, aud conſequently a Purſe : But my 
knowledge of you prevented me of that way, and therefore I think you're 
oblig?d in return to aſliſt me by ſome better means. You were once 
an honeſt Foun ; but ſo long ſtudy in the Inns may alter a Man ſtrange- 
ly, as you ſay. | : 
gy No, dear Roebuck, I'm ſtill a friend to thy Vertues, and eſteem 
thy Follies as Foils only to ſet them off: 1 did but rally you ; and to con- 
vince you, here are ſome Pieces, ſhare of what I haveabout me ; Take 
them as earneſt of my farther ſupply 's you know my Eſtate ſufficient to 
maintain us both, if you will either reſtrain your Extravagancies, or 
I retrench my Neceſlaries. 

Rocb. Thy profeſſion of kindneſs is ſo great, that I cou'd almoſt ſul. 
= it of deſign. — But come, Friend, I am heartily tir'd with the 
atigue of my Journey, beſides a violent Fit of Sickneſs, which de. 
tain'd me a Month at Coventry, to the exbauſting my Health and Mo- 


ney 


Zoons I have not one farthing. — Now you under- 


'$ Love and a Bottle, 

nef. Let me only recruit by a reliſh of the Town in Love and a Bot- 
tle, and then ( As they are going off, Roebuck ſtarts 

Oh Heav'ns! and Farth / back ſurpriz'd. 

Lov. What's the matter, Man ? Ka 

Roch, Why ! Death and the Devil; or, what's worſe, a Wo-- 
man and a Child.-——- Oons ! . don't you ſee Mrs. Trudge with my 
Baſtard in her Arms croſſing the field towards us ? --- Oh the indefati- 
gable Whore to follow me all the way to Londen ! 

Lov. Mrs. Trudge ! my old acquaintance ! | 

Reeb. Ay, ay, the very ſame your old acquaintance; and for ought 
I know, you might have clubb'd about getting the- Brats. 

Love. "Tis but reaſonable then I ſhou'd pay ſhare at the Reckoning. 
Il] help to provide fer her ; in the mean time, you had beſt retire. — 
Bruſh, conduct this Gentlemen to my Lodgings, and run from thence to 
Widow Bullfiach*s, and provide a Lodging with her for a Friend of 
mine.—Fly, and come back preſently.— CEx. Rocb. and Bruſh. 
——So; my Friend comes to Town like the Great Trk to the Field, 
»ttended by his Concubines and Children ; and Pm afraid theſe are 
but parts of his Retinue.— But hold—I ſhan't pe able to ſuſtain the 
mock of this Womans Fury.. Pl} withdraw till ſhe has diſcharged her 
frit Volley, then ſurprize her. q 


Erer Trudge, with a Child crying. 
Huſh, huſh, hnſh.— And indeed it was*a young Traveller. And 


what wou'd it ſay ?_ It ſays that Daddy is a falſe Man, a crnel Man, and 
an tngrateful filan. — In troth ſo he is, my dear Child, —What 
ſhall I do with it, poor Creature ?--Hufh, huſh, huſh. —Was ever 
poor Woman in ſuch a lamentable condition ? immediately after the 
pains cf one Travel. to undergo the fatigues of another ?—But I'm 
ſure he can never do well ; for thol can't find him, my curſes, and 
the miſery of this Babe, will certainly reach him. 

Love. Mcethinks I 5.wd know that voice. [roving forward. 
What ! Mrs. Trudge | and in London | whoſe brave Boy haſt thou got 
there? | 

T7i:4, Oh Lord ! Mr. Lovewell! I'm very glad to ſee you,— and yet 
am aſham'd to ſee you, But indeed he promigd to marry me, [Crying.] 
and you know, Mr, Lovewe/, that Me's ſuch a handſome Man, and 
has ſo many ways of inſinuating, that the frailty of Woman's Na- 
ture. could not reſiſt him. : : 

Love. What's all this ?-A handſome Man ?_ Ways of inſinuating ? 
Frailty of Nature ?- Idon't underſtand theſe ambiguous terms, 

Trud. Ah, Mr. Lwvench | Pm ſure you have ſeen Mr. Rochuck, and 
I'm fore *twou'd be the firſt thing he wou'd tell you. I refer it to 
you, Mr. Lovewc/;, if he is wot an urgrateful man, to deal fo barba- 


rouſly 


2 
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Love and '# Boithe. 9 

Tovſly with any Woman that had. us'd him ſo civily. I was kiuder 
to him than I would have bzen to my own born Brother. 
Lov. Oh then 1 find kiſſing ' goes by favour, Mrs. Trudge. 

T#rd. Fiith you're all alike, you men are alike. —Poor Child | he's 

as like his own Dadda, as if he were ſpit ont of his mouth. See, Mr. 

Loveweli, if he has not' Mr. Rucb-ck's Noſe to a hair ; and you 

know he has a very good Noſe; and the Iithe_ Pigſnye has Mamma's 

' Mouth. - Oh the lictle Lips:/-—and *tis the beſt natur'd little dear —— 

[Smggles and kiſſes it. -- And wou'd it ask its God-Father Bleſſing ?= 

Indeed, Mr. Lowewell, Þ believe the Child knows you. | 

Love, Ha, ha, ha! Well, 1 will give it my Bleſling. [G:ves it Gold. 

* (Ashe gives her the Gold, enter Lucinda and 

| | Pindreſs, who ſeeing them ſtand, abſcond. 

Come, Madam, I'll firſt ſettle you in a Lodging and then find the 

falſe Man, as you call him.— ' (Exit Love. 


Lucitida and Pindreſs come forward. 


Luc. The falſe man is found already.—Woas there ever ſuch a lucky 
diſcovery ?-- My care for his preſervation brought me back, and now 
behold how my kindneſs is returrd Y——Their Fighting was 'a down- 
right trick,to frighten me from 'the place, thereby to afford him op- 
portunity of entertaihing his Whore and Brat. | 

Pin.' Your conjeure, Madam, bears a colour ; for looking back, 1 
could perceive *em talking very familarly'; ſo that they cou'd not be 
ſtrangers as tMir pretended wwuarrel would intimate. | 

Luc.” Tis all trme as he is falſe, - What ! flizhted! deſpis'd ! my ho- 
nourable Love truck'd for a Whore ! OhVillain ! Epitome of thy 
Sex ?— But Pl be: reveng'd. OI marry the firſt man thar asks me the 
Queſtion ; nay, though he be a disbanded Soldier, or a poor Poet, 
or a ſenſeleſs Fop; Nay. tho' Importent I'll Marry him, 

Pin. Oh Madam ! thats to be reveng'd on your ſelf. 

; Luc, 1 care not, Fool ! [ deſerve puniſhment for my Credulity, as 
much as he for his Falſhood - And you deſerve :t, too, Minx ; your 
'perſwaſions drew me to this Aſſignation : I neyer lov'd the faiſe 
man, 

Pin. That's falſe, I'm ſure. - - (Afrde. 

Luc. But you thought to get another piece of Gold, We ſhall hare 
him giving you Money on the ſame ſcore he was fo liberal to his Whore 
juſt now. | (Walks about in Paſſion. 


Enter Lovewell. | 

Love. So much for Friendſhip—now for my Loye.—I han't transgreſ- 

ſed much.—Oh, there ſhe is —Oh my Angel! (runs to her. 
| : C 


Line. 


O——  —— 


= Love and « Battle. 


Lie. Oh thou Devil ! [Starts back. 
Lov. Not unleſs you damn me, Madam, 
Lac. You're damn'd already ; you're a Man. 
F Exit puſbing Pi a 
, Lov. Yowre a Woman, I'll be ſworn. — Hey " wh y bers 
: Planet rvles now ! By the Lord, theſe Women are like their Maiden- 
heads, no ſooner found than loſt. — Here, Bruſh, run after 7indreſs, and 
know the occaſion of this.—[Bruſh runs.] —Stay, come back—Zoons, 
I'm a fool. | 
Bruſh. That's the firſt wiſe word you have ſpoke theſe two months. 
Love, Trouble me with your untimely Jeſts, Sirrak, and PTI. 
Bruſh. Your Pardon, Sir ; I'm in down-right earneſt. —Tis leſs Sla- 
very to be Apprentice to a famous Clap-Surgeon, than to a Lover. He 
falls' out with me, becauſe he can't fall in with his Miſtreſs. I can bear 
It nolonger. | 
Love. Sarrah, what are you mumbling ? 


Bruſh. A ſhort Prayer before I depart, Sir.——1I have been theſe 
three years your Servant, but now, Sir, Pm your humble Ser*ant. 


| ( Bows as going, 

Love, Hold, you ſhan't leave me. pu 

Brufh. Sir, you can't be my Maſter, 

Love. Why ſo? 

Bruſl,. Becauſe you're not: your own Maſter ; yet one Woule think 
you might, for you bave loſt your Miſtreſs. Oons, Sir, let her go, 
and a fair riddance, Who throws away a Teſter and a. Miſtreſs, 
loſes ſix-pence, That little' Pimping Capi is a blin® Gunner, Had 
he: ſhot as.many, Darts as I have carry'd Billers dewy, he wou'd. have 
laid her kicking with her: heels up &re, now, ' In ſhort, Sir, -my Pa- 
tience is worn to the ſtumps with attending ; tay Shoes and Stock- 
ings are upon their laſt Legs with trudging between you, 1 have 
ſweat out all my moiſture of my hand with palming your. clammy 
Letters upon her. I have o1 

Love, © Hold, +Sir,. your trouble is now, at an end, for I deſign to 
marry her. t 

Bruſh. And have you courted her theſe three years for :nothing 
but a Wife ? | 

Love. Do you think, Raskal, I won'd have taken fo much pains to 
make her a Miſs ? 


Bruſh. No, Sir; the tenth part on't wound ha? done. —But if ;you are 
4 reſolv'd to marry, God b'w'ye. 


L Love. What's the matter now, Sirrab /. 

Bruſl:.. Why, the matter will be, that I muſt then Pimp for her, —— 
Hark ye, Sir, what have you been doing all this while, but teaching 
k her the way to Cuckold ye ?-— Take care, Sir ; look before ' you 
k, | leap. 
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Eove and 'a Bottle. xr 
leap. You have. a tickliſh point to manage. Can you tell, Sir, what's 
her quarel to you now ? , 

Lov. | can't imagine. F don't rememher that ever I offended her, 

Bruſh. That's it Sir, S$he refelves to pit your caſineſs to the Teſt 
now, that ſhe may with more ſecurity rely upon t hereafter, — Always 
ſuſpe&t rhoſe Women of Deſigns that are for ſearching into the humovrs 
of their Courtlers ; for they certainly intend to try them when they're 

marry'd. : 
| po How cam'ſt thou fuch an Engineer in Love? 

Bruſh, 1 have ſprung ſome Mines in my time, Sir ; and finceI have 
trug'd ,ſo long about. your amorovs, Meſlages, I have. more Intrigue in 
the ſole of my feet, than ſome Blockheades 1n their . whole Body. 

Lov. Sirrah, have you ever d:iſcoyer'd any bekayiour in this Lady, 
to occaſion this ſuſpicious diſcoarſe ? ., | | 

Bruſh. Sir, has this Lady ever diſcover'd any behaviour of yours'to 
occaſion this ſuſpicious quarrel ? I believe the Lady has as mych ofthe 
innate Principle of Vertue (as the Gentleman ſaid) as any:Womean : 
But that- Baggage her Attendant is about raviſhing her Ladies Page eve- 
ry hour. *Tis an old ſaying, Like Maſfey, like Man; why. not as 
well, like Miſtreſs, . like Majd? , $2 Del cer ae 

Lov. Since thou art for trying humoprs, have with you Madam Zu 
cinda, Beſides, 1o fair an opportu. ity offers, . that Fate ſeem'd to de» 
ſign it, — Have you left the Gentleman ar my L00g/ngs ? 

Bruſh. Yes, Sir, and ſent a Porter to his Ian to bring his thing 
| thither. ME | XY coi Q 

Lov. That's right—Love like other Diſeaſes, muſt ſometimes have a 
deſperate Cure. The Shool of Venus impoſes the ſtriſt Diſciplins ; 
And awful Cupid. is a chaſtning God z -. h 
He whips ſeverely, | 

Bruſh, No, not if we kiſs the Rod. ( Excant. 


The End of the Firft 4 CT. 
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—=_ CT, 1L 
SCENE Loverell's Lodgings; 
Exter T.ovewell, Roebuck dreſſd, and Bruſh, 


Tov. O' my Conſcience the fawning Creature loves you. 

 Roeb. Ay. the conſtant effets of debauching a Woman are, that ſhe 
ipfallibly /loves © the Man for doing the buſineſs, and he certainly 
hates her, - But what Company 1s ſhe like, to: have. at this ſame 
Widows, Bruſh? oy 

Bruſh. Oh the beſt of Company, Sir ; a Poet lives there, Sir. 

Roeb. They re the worft Company, tor they're ill natur'd, 

Draſv. 'Ay, Sir, but it does no body any. harm ; for theſe fellows 
that get Bread by their Wits, 'are always forc'd” to eat. their words. 
They muſt be good natur'd, *ſpight . of their Teeth, Sir. *Tis aid he 
pays his'Lodging by cracking ſome ſinutty Jeſts with his Landlady over- 
night;/ for ſhe's very well- pleas'd with his natural parts. { While 

: »- Roeb. and Bruſh talk, Lovewell ſeems to projett ſome= 


| 4 © thimg by binſelf.” © © 

; Roeb. What other Lodgers are there ?... | 
” "BFuſh,” Ohe' newly 'entr'd; 2 young Squire,, juſt come from theUni- 
perky 1ict ant ghs 25:oghar bout f 1 Mm ST SRP 

Roeb. A. meer Perigatetick I warrant 4Him.—A very prettyEamily 
A Heathen Philoſopher, an Engliſh Poex, . and an Iriſh Whore. Had 
the Landlady but a Highland Piper to.joyn with *em, ſhe might fer up 
fora Colle&ion of Monſters. — Any body within. [Slaps Lovewell 

CY td, Dail ahi ks hcl dk oe Sholder. 

Lov, Yes, you 'ate, my brfend; \* All my thoughts were employ'd 
about you. In ſhort, I have one requeſt to make, That you would 
renounce your looſe wild Courſes, and lead a ſober life, as I do, 

Rocb. That 1 will, if you'll grant me a Bdon. 

Lov. You ſhall have it, be't what it will. 


 Roeb, That you wou'd relinquiſh your preciſe ſober behaviour, and 


live like a Gentleman as 1 do. 

2 i T hat I can't grant. +», 

[ hen we're off; Tho ſtfou'd your Women prove no' better than 
your Wine, my Debaucheries will fall of themſelyss, for want of 
Temptation. | | | 

Lov, Our 


Love and a Bottle.”.. T3 
Lov.. Our Women are worſe than our Wine; our Claret has but 

little of the French in't, but our Wenches have the Devil and all : They 

are both adulterated, Fo! prevent the inconvenicncies of which, 1 il 

provide you an honourable Miſtreſs, 

| Roeb. An honourable Miſtreſs ! what's that ? 

Rocb. A vertuous Lady, whom you muſt Love and Court ; the ſureſt 
method of reclaiming you. -— As thus. — Thoſe ſuperfluous Pieces you 
throw away in Wine may be laid out, 

Roeb. To the Poor ? | 

Lov. No, no. In: Sweet Powder, Cravats, Garters, Snuff-boxes, 
Ribbons, Coach-hire, and Chair-hire. Thoſe idle hours which: you 
miſpend with lewd ſophiſticated Wenches, muſt be dedicated———- 

Roeb., To the Church ? - 

Lov. No, To the innocent and charming Converſation of your ver- 
tuous Miſtreſs ; by which means, the two moſt exorbitant Debaucheries, 
Drinking and Whoring will be retrench'd. 

Roeb. A very-fine Retrenchment truly ! I muſt fir deſpiſe- the ho- 
neſt jolly Converſation at the Tavern, for the foppiſh, affe&ed, dull, 


inſipid Entertainment at the Chocolate-houſe ; muſt quit my freedom 


with ingenious Company, to harneſs my ſelf to Foppery among , the 
fluttering Crowd of Cupid's Livery-boys. The ſecond Article 
is, That I muſt reſign the Company of lewd Women for that of my 
Innocent Miſtreſs; That is, I muſt change my eaſie natural ſin of 
Wenching,to that conſtrain'd Debauchery of Lying and Swearing. -- The 


many Lyes-and-Oaths that I made to-thy Siſter, will go nearer to damn. 


me, than if I had enjoy'd her a hundred times over. 
__ Lov. Oh: Roebuck! your Reaſon will maintain. the-contrary, when 
;you're. in Lovez; - | 3252 q 7 
Roeb. . That is, when'T have loſt my Reaſon, Come, come, a Wench 
a Wench! a ſoft, white, eaſy, conſenting Creature ! — Prithee Ned 
leave Muſteneſs, and ſhew me the Varities of the Town, 
Lov. A Wench is the leaſt Variety -— Look out —- See what a 
numerous Train trip along, the. ſtreet there ——— [poinring outwards, 
Roeb., Oh Yenus + all theſe fine ſtately Creatures ! 
Fair you: well; Ned.— . {| Runs out ;, Lovew. catches him, and pulls 
him back. 


Prithee let me go - ?Tis a deed of Charity ; I'm quite ſtary'd.. Ill: 


juſt: take a ſnap, and -be with you in the twinkling. -— As you're my 
friend, - I mult go.. | 


Lov. Then we muſt- break for altogether ? — [Ouirs him. ]J—-He' 


that will leave his friend for a Whore, I reckon a Commoner is 
Friendihip as in Love. | 
Roeb. If. you ſaw how ill that ſerious face becomes a Fellow of your 
years, you wou'd never wear it .again, Youth is taking, in auy 
Maſqurade but Gravity, | 
Liv. Tho 
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© Lowe and a Bottle. 


Lov, Tho Lewdnefs fiiits much' worſe with your Circtmſtances, 
Sar; fb Hoa 

Roeb. Ay theſe Circumſtances. Natmn theſe Circamitances, There 
he has Hamſtrinz?d me, This Poverty ! how it makes a Mary ſneak !:- 
Well prithee let's know this Deviliſh Vertnous Lady. By. the Cir- 
cumſtances of my Body I ſhall ſoon be off or an with her. 

Lov. Know then, for thy utter Condemnation, that ſhe's a Lady of 
Eighteen, Beatiful, Witty, and nicely Vertuous. 

Roeb. A Lady of Eighteen ! Good. -- Beautiful ! Better.— Witty : --- 
Beſt of 211 -—- Now with theſe three Qualifications, if ſhe be nicely 
Vertuous, then I'll henceforth adore every thing that wears a Pety- 
coat: -Witty and Vertuous ! ha, ha, ha. Why, 'tis as inconſi- 
itant in Ladies as Gentlemen ; And were l to debanch one for a Wager, 
her Wit ſhou'd be my Bawd.—— Come, come ; the forbidden Fruit 


was pluck'd from the tree of Knowledge, Boy, 


Lov. Right. — But there was a cunninger Devil than you, to tempt.-- 
PII aſſure you George,your Rhetorick wou'd fail you here; ſhe wou'd worſt 
you at your own Weapons, 

Roch. Ay,. or any Man in Erg1and, if ſhe be Eighteen as you ſay : 

Lov. Have a care, friend, this Satyr will get you torn in pieces by 
the Females ; you'll fall into Orphessr's fare. 

Roeb. Orpheus was a blockhead, and deferv?d his fate. 

Lov. Why ? : 

Roeb. Becauſe he went to Hell for a Wife. 

Lov. This happens right. —( A4/ide. )—— But you ſhall go to Heav'n 
for a Miſtreſs, you fhall Court this Divine Creature, <— I don't defire 
you to fall in Loye with her; I don't intend you ſhou'd marry her ni- 
ther : but you mult be convinc'd of the Chaſtity of the Sex ;Tho, if you 
ſhon'd conquer her, the Spoil, you Rogue, will be glorious, and infi- 
nitely worth the pains in attaining. E 

Koeb. Ay, but Ned, my Circamitances, my Circumftances. 

Lov. Come, you ſhan't want Money. | 

Roeb. Then 1 dare attempt it. Money is the Sinewsof Love, as of War. 


Gad friend, thou't the bravelſt Pimp I ever heard of. — Well, give 


me direQions to ſail by, the name of my Port, laden my Pockets, and 
then for the Cape of Good Hope. 

Lov. You need no direQtions as to the manner of Courtſhip. 

Roeb, No; I have ſeen ſome few Principles, on which my Courtſhip's 
founded, which ſeldom fail. To let a Lady rely upon my modeſty, but 
to depend my ſelf altogether upon my Impndence ; To uſe a Miſtreſs 
like a Deity in publick, but like a Woman 1n private : To be as cautious 
then of asking an Impertinent queſtion, as afterwards of telling a ſtory; 
remembring, that the Tongue is the only Member that can hurt a Ladies 
Honour, tho touch'd in the tender'ſt part. 


Lov. Oh 


— ——_— 7 
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Zovw. Oh, but td a Friend, , George; you'll cell a Friend your ſacceſ# 
, - Roeb. Na, not toherwoery ſelf; it muſt be as private as Devotion. 
No bjabbing, unlefs a-ſqualawling Brat peeps out to tell Taks. But 
where lies my Courſe ! | 

Lev. Bruſh ſhall ſhew you the houſe ; the Ladies name is Zvcinda ; her 
ou and Mother dead ; ſhe's Heireſs to Twelve hundred a year: Bur * 
above all, obſerve this : She has a Page which you muſt get on your 
ſide ; *Tis a very pretty Boy ; I preſented him to the Lady about a 
fortnight a-go ; he's your Country-man tco; he brought me a Letcer 
from my Siſter, which 1 have about me. -— Here'you may read it. 

Roeb. Ay, "tis'her hand ; L know it well ; and I almoſt buſh to ſee it. 


| (Apder 
[Reads] Dear Brother, BE 7. 
| Lady of my acquaintance lately dying, beggd me, as her laſt requeſt, 

A to provide for this Boy, who was her Page. - 1 hope 1 have obeyed my 
Friends laſt Command, and oblig*d.a Brother, by ſcnding him to you. Pray 
diſpoſe of bim as much as ' you tan for his advantage, All frievds are wilh 

and I am | 

| Your affettionate! Siſter, Leanthe. 
| | 


(While be reads, Lovewell talks to Biuſh, and Lives bim- | 
ſome airettions ſcemingly. | 


All friends are well ? Is that all ? net a word of poor Roebuck. I 
wonder ſhe mention'd nothing:of my. misfortupes. to her Brother. But 
ſhe has [forgot :me already; Trus Woman ſtill. -— Well, 1 may 
excuſe her, for Pm making all the haſte | can to forget her. 

Lov. Be ſure you have an eye upon him, and come tome preſently at 
Widow Bulfinch's—— ( To Bruſh. ) — Well, George, you- won't com- 
municate your ſucces ?  (Afeae, 

Roeb. You may gueſswhatyou pleaſe. —— I'm as merry aiter a Miſtreſs 
as.after.aBottle, -- All Air; Þrinfull of Joy, like a Bumper of Clarer, 
imiling and ſparkling. 

Lov. TheniyouIl:certamly run-over. © + ', We” 

Roeb. No, nog nor ſhall drink to anybody. — ( Exennt fevucrally, 


SCENE changes #0 a Dining Room in Widow Bulfinches houſe, 
A Flutea, Muſick-book on the 'T able ; a Caſe of Toyes hanging up.---- 
Enter Rigadoon the Dancing-Maſter, leading in Mockmode 
both hanas, as teaching him the Minutt : he ſings, .aud Mockmode 
dances ankwardly; Club follows, ys Y 


dera! One Two. Tal dal- — 
Coupe— — Tal=——dal— ——deral —— Very voor | 
| a — 


Rig. Tal-— dal 
deral 
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dal deral ——- Wrong, —— Tal- — dal——deral 
Toes out —=— Tal — dal —— deral {-!-- Obferve Time: -——- Ve- 
ry well indeed, Sir ; | you ſhall dance as well !as any Man .in England; 
you have an excellent diſpoſition in your Limbs, Sir: Obſerve 
me, Sir. | 


( Here the Maſter dances a new Minuet and at every 
Cut Club makes an awkward imitation, by leaping up. 
And ſo forth, Sir. ; 

Mock. Im afraid we ſhall diſturb my Landlady. 

Rig. Landlady ! you muſt have a care of that ; ſhe'll never par- 
don you.—-- Landlady /—Every Woman, from a Counteſs to a Kitch- 
en-Wench, is Madam ; and every Man, from a: Lord to a Lacquey, 
Sir. 

Mock. Muſt I then loſe my Title of *Squire, *Siquire Mockmode ? 

Rig. By all means, Sir ; 'Squire and Fool are the ſame thing here. 
» Mock, That's very Comical, faith /— But is there an ACt of Par- 
liament for that, Mr. Xigadoon ?— Well, ſince I can't be a *Squire, Pll 
do as: well - I have a great Eſtate, and want only to be a great Beay, 
to qualifie me either for a Knight or a Lord, By the Univerſe, I 
have a great mind 'to bind my ſelf *Prentice to a' Beau. - Cord 
I but dance well, puſh well, play upon the Flute, and ſwear the moſt 
modiſh Oaths, I wou'd ſet up for Quality with e're a young Noble- 
man of *em all. Pray what are the moſt faſhionable Oaths in Town ? 
Zoons, I take it, js a very becoming one. + | 

Rig. Zoons is only - us'd by the disbanded Officers :and Bullies : but 
Zauns is the Beaux pronuncation, $f:3 716 nl | F 

Mock. Zauns | "= 


Club. Zauns | 
Rig. Yes, Sir, we ſwear as we Dance ; ſmooth, and with a Ca- 
dence.—Zauns /— *Tis harmonious, and 'pleaſes 'the Ladies, becauſe 
*tis ſoft. ——— Zanns, Madam.—is: the only Compliment our great 
Beaux paſs on a Lady. | STATE 4 
Mock. But ſuppoſe a Lady ſpeaks to'me ? what muſt I ſay ?i 
Rig. Nothing, Sir.—you nuſt take Snuſh, Grin, and make her an 
humble Cringe— Thus: L He bows Foppiſhly, and takes n»ſh'; 
Mockmode imwates him awkward- 
ly ;, and taking Snuſb, . ſneezes. 
Reg. © Lard, Sir, you muſt never ſneeze ; ?tis as unbeconuing after 
Orangere, as Grace after Mear. ET krs, | 
Mock. I thought People took 'it to clear the 'Bratn.: « 
Rig. The Beaux have no Brains at-all, 'Sir ;- thejy Skull is a perfe 
Snuſh-box ; and 1 heard a Phyſician ſwear, who open'd one- of %em, 
that the three diviftofis of his head ' were filled with Orangere, Bourgamor, 


and Platn-Spaniſh.-- 
Alogck 
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Mock. 'Zauns I muſt ſneeze— [| Sneexes ] Bleſs me. 

| Rig. Of fie, Mr, Adockmode ! what a ruſtical expreſſion that is.— BleſG 

me ! you ſhou'd upon all ſuch occations cry, Dem me. You wou'd be 


F3 


as nauſeous to the Ladies, as one of the old Patriarks, if you ugd that 
obſolete exprotive. 
Clxb.-1 find that going to the Devil is very modiſh in this Town—- 
Pray, Maſter, Dancing-Maſter, what Religion may theſe Beaux be of ? 
Rig.” A ſort of 11d:ans in their Religion, They worſhip the firſt thing 
they ſee in the. Morning. | Foes 
Mock. What's that Sir ? &- | 
Rig. Their own ſhadows in the Glaſs ; and ſome of *em ſuch helliſh 
Faces, that may*frighten %em. into. Devotion. ; 
Mock. Then they are Indians right, for they worſhip.the Devil. 
Rig. Then you ſhall be as greit a Bean as any of 'em. But you muſt 
be ſure to mind your Dancing. | | 
Mock, Is not Muſick yery convenient too ?—l can play the Bells, and 
Maiden Fair already. Alamire, Bifabemi, Ceſolfa, Delaſol, Ela, Effant, 
Geſolrent. 1 have 'em all by heart already. But I have been plaguily 
puzzPd about the Etymology of theſe Notes; and certainly a Man 
cannot arrive at any perfection, unleſs he underſtands the derivation of 
the Terms. GY " 
Rig. © Lard, Sir / That's cafie. Efaut and Goſolreut were two famous 
German Muſicians, and the reſt were Italians. | 
Atcck. But why are they only Seven? 
Rig. From a prodigious great Baſs-Vial with ſeven Strings, that play'd 
a Jig calld the Muſick of the Spheres : The ſeven Planets were nothing 
but Fiddle-ſtrings. 
Mock. Then your Stars have made you a Dancing-maſter ? | 
Rig. O Lard, Sir ! Pythagoras was a Dancing-maſter ; he ſhews the 
Creation to be a Country-Dance, where after ſome antick Changes, all 
the parts fell into their places, and there they ſtand ready, till the next 
{queak of a Philoſopher's Fiddle ſets *ema Dancing again. | 
Club. Sir, here comes the puſhing Maſter. 
Rig. Then Pll be gone. But you muſt have a care of Puſhing, 
twill ſpoil the. niceneſs of your ſteps. Learn a flouriſh or two; and 
that's all a Beau can haye occaſion for. 


p Emer Nimblewriſt. 


Mock. Oh, Mr. Nimblewriſt, | crave you ten thouſand pardons, by 
the Univerſe. 

Nimb. That was a home thruſt. Good Sir, I hope ya're for a breath- 
ing this Morning, *[Tates down a Fol. ]J-—T'll allure you, Mr, Aock- . 
mode, . you will make an excellent Swords Man ; yre as well ſhap'd. for 
Fencing as any Man inErrope. The Duke —_—_— 15)ult of your _ : 

| (> 


. on the South with Tierce, -and ſo forth. Tis aNoble Art, Sir 
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ke puſhes the fineſt of avy Man in Frazee.— Sa, fa——like Light- 


nog. 


*Moek. Pm: much in Love with Fencing : But I think Back-Sword is 
the beſt play. 

Nimb. Oh Lard Sir !-- Have'you ever been in France, Sir ? 

Mock. Nw, Sir ; but 1 underſtand the Geography of it.-— France 
is bounded on the North with the Rbzre. 

Nimb: No, Sir, a Frenchman is bounded on the North with Quart, 
: an 
every one that wears a. Sword is oblig'd by his Tenure to learn. þ ne 
Rules of Honpur are engrav'd on. my- Hilr, and my Blade 'muſt 
.- rwodyy My Sword's my Herauld, and the bloody Hand my Coat 
of Arms. ' | | | 

Mock. And how long, have you profeſs'd this Noble Art, Sir ? 

Nimb. Truly, Sir, 1 ſerv'd an Apprenticeſhip to this Trade, Sir. 

Aock. What are ye a Corporation then ? Ry: 

Nimb. Yes, Sir ; the Surgeons have taken. us into thetr's, becanſe we 
make ſo much work fer *em.—But, as I was telling yen, Sir, I pro- 
feſs'd this Science till the Wars broke out : But then, when every 
body got Commiſſions, I put in for one, ferv'd the. Campaigns 'in 
Flanders ;, and when the Peace broke out, was dishanded ; fo among a 

reat many .other poor Rogues, am ford to betake to my old Trade. 
Now the publick Quarrel's ended, 1 live by private Ones. I live 
ſtill by dying, as the ſong goes, Sir. While we have Engliſh Cou- 
rages, French-Honour, and Spaniſh Blades among us, I ſhall live, Sir. 

Mock. Surely your ſword and $kill did the King great ſervice a 
broad, 

Ninb. Yes, Sir, I killd above fifrcen of our own Officers by Pri- 
vate Duels in the Camp, Sir; kill d 'em fairly ; kilPd %em thus, Sir. 
— Sa, ſa, ſa, ſa. Parry, parry, parry,” [Hepuſhes Mockmode oz the 

ribs ; be ſtrikes Nimblewriſt over the head, and breaks the Foil. 

Club. What's the name of that Thruſt, pray, Sir ? | 

Nimb. Oh Lard, Sir, he did nottouch me ; not in.theleaſt, Sir, The 
Foyl was crack'd, a palpable crack. [{_ Blood runs down bisFace. 

Club. A very palpable crack truly. [Your Skull is only crack'd, pal- 
pably crack'd, that's all. 


Mock. Well, Sir, if you pleaſe to teach me —_— My 
Dancing-Maſter has forbid me any more, leſt I hWld diſcompoſe my 
ltteps. | 

' Nm. Your Dancing-Maſter is a Blockhead, Sir. 
Enter Rigadoon. 6 

Fig. 1 forgot my Gloves, and fo ; 

Mock, Oh Sir, he calls you Blockhead, by the Univerſe, 

4 Rig. 


KUM 


Love and a Bottle. 19 
Rig. Zauns, Sir-— [ Foppiſhly. a 
Nimb. Zoons, Sir. CBnffifly. 

Rig. 1 have more Wit in the ſole of my foot then you have in your - 
whole body. 3 : 

Nim. Ay, Sir, you Caperers daynce-all your Brains into your heels, 
which makes you carry ſuch empty Noddles. Your Rational's re- 
vers'd, carrying your underſtandings in* your Legs. Your Wir is the 
perfect Antipodes to ather Mens. | | | 5k | 

Fig: And what are you good Monſieur, fa, ſa ? Stand upon your Guard 
Mr Mockmode, be'sthe greateſt fallify in' his Art ; he'll fill your head 
ſo full of French Principles: of Honour, that you wort have one of 
Honeſty left. His Breaſt-plate there he calls che But of Honour, at 
_ all the Fools in the Kingdom ſhoot, and not one c2a hit the 
Mark. ; | 

Nimb. You talk of Robin Hood, who never ſhot in his Bow, Sir,-— 
You. Dancers are the Battledoors of the Nation, that toſs 'the 
light Foppiſh Shutcl-cocks to and agen, to get your ſelves in heat.-— 
Have-a care, Mr, Mockmode, this Fellow will make a meer Graſhopper 
of you.— Sir, youre the grand Pimp to Foppery and Lewdaefſs ; - and 
the Devil and a Dancing-Maſter, Dance a Corante oyer the whole 
Kingdom. | 

Kig. A Pimp, Sir ! what then, Sir ? I engage Couples into the Bed 
of Love, but you match *em in the Bed of Honour. We only juggle 
People oug of their Chaſtity, bat you cheat ?em out of their” Lives, 
We ſhall Rive you, Mr. Mockmode, grinning in the Bed of Honour, 
as if you, laugh'd at the Fool who muſt be hang'd for you, —W hich is - 
beſt, Mr, Nimblewriſt, an caſie Minuet, or a Tyburn Jig ? 
 Nimb. Don't provoke my ſword, Sir, leaſt that Art you fo revile - 
ſhou'd revenge it ſelf; for every one of you that live by Dancing 
ſhould die by Puſhing, Sir. 

Rig. And every Man that lives by Puſhing, ſhou'd die Dancing, 1 
take It. | | 

Nyoub. Zoons, Sir! what d'ye mean ? 

Rig. Nothing, Sir.z— Tal — dal -- deraL— (Pannces.)— This takes 
the Ladies, Mr. Mockmode ;, this runs away with all the great For- 
runes in Town, Tho? you be a Fool, a Fop, a Coward, Dance well, 
and you Captivate the Ladies. The moving a man's Limbs pliant- 
ly, does the buſineſs. If you want a Fortune, come to me———Tal 
— dal—deral — (Daunces.( 

Nimb. No, no, to me, Sir. . —-#a, ſa, - does your buſines . 
ſooneſt with a Woman, A clean and. manly extenſion of all your 
parts — -—— Ha—Carrying a true point, is the matter. — Sa, ſa, fa, 
ia, Defend your ſelf, = (Puſhes at Rigadoon, who 

Dances, and Sings, retiring off the Stage. 
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Enter Bullfinch. -_. 


Buii. Oh goodnefs ! what a Room's here ! Cou'd not theſe fellows wipe 
their feet before they came up. And here's ſuch a tripping and 
ſuch a ſtamping, that they have broke down all the Cieling. You Dan- 
cing, and Fencing-Maſters htve been the downful of. many Houſes. 
Get out of my Doors; my houſe was never in ſuch a pickle. — 
You Country Gentlemen, newly come to Zondon, like your own Spa- 
niels out of a Pond, muſt be ſhaking! the Water off, and beſpatter e- 


very body about you.—-— [Mockmode having taken ſnuſh, of - 
| fering to ſneeze, ores #n ber face. 
Mock. Zauns, Madam — —(ſ/neezes.)——Bleſs me ! Dem me, 
I mean. | | 
Bull, He's tainted. Theſe curſed ,Flies have blown upon. him al- 
ready, | | - | 
Mock. Sa, ia Defend Flankonade, Madam. 


- Bull. Ab, Mr. 24ockmode, my Puſhing and Dancing days are done, 
But I had a Son, Mr. Mockmode, that won'd match you=—Ah my 
poor Robin !—he dy*'d of an Apoplexy ; he was as pretty a young man 
as ever ſtept in a Black-Leather Shoe : he was as like you, Mr. Mock- 
mode +, as one Epg is like another ; he dy*d like an Angel—But T am 
ſure he might have recover*d but for the Phyſicians -—— oh theſe 
DoRor's! theie Dofors ! 's, "Es 

Mock. Bleſs the Dgftors, I fay ; for I believe they kilPd my honeft 
old Father. : - | 

Bull. Ay, that's trwe.- If my Robjr had left me an Eftate, I ſhov'd 
have ſaid ſc too, (Cries. | 

Mock. Zauns, Madam, you muſt not be melancholy, Madam. 

Bull, Well,- Sir, I hope you'll give vs the Beverage of your fine 
Cloaths. Fl aflure you, Sir, they fit you very. well, and | like your 
fancy mightily. : 

Hock. Ay, ay, Madam, Bat what's moſt myodiſh for Beverage ? for 
| ſoppoſe the faſhion of thar alters always with the Cloaths. 

Bul/. The Taylors are the beſt Judges of that —— But Champaigne, 


| ſuppoſe, ; 

Ack. Is Champaigne a Taylor ? Now methinks that were a fit- 
ter, name for a Wig-maker. I think they call my Wig a Cam- 
paigne, k 


Bill. Yowre clear out, Sir, clear out. Champaigne is a fine Liquor, 
which all you great Beaux drink to make 'em witty. 

Mock. Wirty ! Oh by tlie Univerſe I nwſt be witty. Ill drink no- 
thing elſe; | never was witty in all my life. I love Jokes dearly.— 
Here, Club, bring us a Bottle of what dye call it ? the witty Liquor, 

? (Ex: Club, 
Bull. 


. 
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Bul..But 1 thought all you that were bred at the Univerſity ſhoy'd b® 
Wits naturally. | l | ; 

Mock. The quite contrary, Madam, there's no ſuch thing there. We 
dare not have Wit there, for fear of being counted Rakes. | Your ſg- 
lid Philoſophy is all read there, which is clear another thing. But now 
I will bea Wit by the Univerſe. I muſt get acquainted with the great 
Poets. Landlady, you muſt introduce me. | | 

Bull. Oh dear me, Sir ! wou'd you ruin me? 1 introduce you !no Wi- 
dow dare be ſeen with a Poet, for fear ſhe ſhou'd be thought to keep 
him, | 

Mock. Keep him ! what's that ? They keep nothing but Sheep in the 
Country ; | hope they dowr fleece the Wits. 

Bull. Alas, Sir, they have no Fleeces; there's a great cry, but lit- 
tle Wooll, However, if you wov'd be acquainted with the Poets, I 
can prevail with a Gentleman of my acquaintance to introduce you 
*Tis one Lovewell, a fine Gentleman, that comes here ſometimes, 

Mock. Lovewell ! By the Univerſe my Rival ; I heard of him in the 
Country. This puts me in mind of my Miſtreſs.—Zauns Pm certain- 
ly become a Beau already ; - for I was ſo in love with my ſ<1f, I quite 
forgot her. —l, have a Norte in my Pocket-book' to find her out by.— 

Pulls ont a large Pocket-book, turning over 
' the leave:, Rads to himſelf. 
. . Six-pence for Waſhing: —— Two penco' to the Maid, —— Six-pence - 
forSnuſh — One Shilling for Butter'd Ale-:By the Unirerſe I have loſt the - 
DireCtions, — Hark -ye, 'Madam ; Does this: fame Lovewell come often 
here, ſay you ? | 3. 

Bull. Yes, Sir, very often. There's a Lady of his acquaintance, 
a Lodger in the houſe juſt-now, T2 | 
' Mock. A Lady of his acquaintance a Lodger in the houſe juſt now ? 
of his acquaintance, do you ſay ? 

Bull. Yes, and a pretty Lady too, + | | F 

Mock. And he comes often here; you ſay ? *By the Univerſe ! ſhou'd I 
happen to lodge in the ſame houſe with my-Miſtreſs ? 1 gad it muſt be 
the ſame. Can you tell the Woman's Name !—Stay— 1s her Name. 
Lucinda ? ; | Fe: 

Bull. Perhaps it may, Sir ; but I believe ſhe's a Widdow, for ſhe has 
a young Son, & Pmſure 'tis legitimately begotten, for *tis the braveſt 
Child you ſhall ſee . in a Summers-day ; 'Tis not like oneof our puling 
_—_ o'th* Town here, born with the Diſeaſes of half adozen Fathers 
abour it. TX [1 p 

Arck. By the Univerſe dowt remember whether \my Miſtreſs is 
Maid or Widow: But a Widow, ſo much the Better; for all your 'Zon- 
don widows are deviliſh rich they ſay. She came in a Coach, did ſhe 
not, Madam ? 4 

Bull. Yes, Sir, yes, 


- Mock, Then 
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Mock. Then tis infalliblly ſhe. 
her Coach ? | : 
Bull. She has not ſtirr'd abroad figce ſhe came, Sir. | 
Mock, Oh, 1 was told ſhe was very reierv'd, tho 'tis very much of s 
Widow. I have often heard my Mother ſay, that ſitting at home 
and ſilence were very becoming in a Maid , and ſhe has often chid my $i. 
{ter Dorothy for gadding out to the Meadows, and tumbling among the 
Cocks with the Haymakers. I gad I'm the moſt lucky Son of a Whore: 


1 was wrapt inthe Tail of my Mothers Smock,, Landlady, 


Does ſhe not always go 'out in 
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Enter Servant. © 


' 


Bull; Oh but this Lady, Sir. 
. Ser. Madam here's a Gentleman below wants to ſpeak with you in- 
ſtantly 


Bu. With me, Child ? Sir, I'll wait on you in a minut.” (Exit with 


| | Servant, 
p _ Entex Chub with . Wine and Glaſſes, 
Mock. ls that the Witty Liquor ? Come, fill the Glaſſes. Now that - 
1 have found my Miſtreſs, I muſt next end my Wits. 
Club, So you had need, Maſter ; for thoſe that find a Miſtreſs, are 
generally out of their, Wits. | 1 (Grveshim a-Glaſs. 
Mock. Come, fill for-your ſelf. | ( They jingle and drink, 
- But where's the Wit now Cl? have you found it ? 
Club. 1 gad Maſter I think *tis a very good Jelt. 
Mock. What 2? Wi x 
Club. What ! why, Drinking. You'll find, Maſter, that this ſame 
Gentleman in the Straw Doublet, this ſame Will Pt? Wiſp, is a 
Wit at the hottom. —--- ( Fills, )—-Here, here, Maſter ; how it 
puns and quibbles in the Glaſs ! "IN> 
Mock. By the Univerſe now 1 haveit; The Wit lies in the Jing- 
ling : All Wat-confiſts moſt in Jingling, Hear how the Glaſfles rhime 
to one another. | 
Club. What, Maſter, are theſe Wits ſo. apt to claſh ? [ Jingle the Glaſſes 
Mock. Oh by the Univerſe, by the Univerſe this is Wit. Break "em. 
My. Landlady is in the right. —1 have often heard their was Wit in 
breaking Glaſſes, It would be a very good Joke to break the Flask 


- Now ? 


Clib. 1 find then that this ſame Wit is very britle Ware. —But I 

think, Sir, *twere no Joke to ſpill the Wine, 
Mock, Why there's the Jeſt, Sirrah; all Wit conſiſts in loſing ; 
there was never any thing got by't, I fancy this ſame wine is all fold 
at WilPs Coffee-houſe. Do you know the way thither Sirrah ? 1 long 
to ſee Mr, Comick and Mr. Tagrbine, with the reſt of Yem, I wonder 
| how 
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how they look!Certainly theſe Poets muſt have fomething extraordinar? 
fn their faces, Of all the Rarities of the Town, 1 long to fee nothing 


more than the Poets and Bedlam. ——- Come'in, Club-;I muſt go 
praftice my Honours. —Tal—dal--deral,- CExit dancing,and 
| Clubb ropeing 


Enter Lovewel and Buljinch. 


" Full. Oh Mr. Zivewell! you come juſt in the nick; 1 was ready to 
ſpoil all, by telling him that ſhe was a Stranger, and juſt now come. 

Lov. Well, dear Madam, be cautious. for the future ; *tis the moſt 
fortunate chance that ever befell me. *I were convenient we had the 
other lodgers of our ſide. 

Bull. Theres no body but Mr. Zyrick ;, and you had as ſafely tell a 
fecret over a Groaning Cheeſe, as to him. 

Lov, How ſo! 

Bui. Why you muſt know that he has been Lying-ir theſe four months 
of a Play ; and he has got all the Muſes about him a parcel of the moſt 
rattling Goſſips. : | 

Lov. Come, come ;, no more words z, but to our buſineſs. I will 
certainly reward you., But have you any good hopes of its ſucceeding? 

Rull. Very well of the *Squire's ſide. But I'm afraid your Widow 
will never play her part, ſhe's fo awkward, and ſo fullen. 

Lov. Go you and inſtru& her, while I manage Afﬀairs abroad. | 

Bull. She's always raving, of one Roebuck. Prithee who is this ſame 


Roebuck ? - Ab, Mr. Lovewell, Pm afraid this Widow . of yours is 

ſomething elſe at the bottom ; I'm afraid there has been a Dog in the 

Well. * Exit, | 
| Enter Bruſh. | 


Lov. So, Sirrah! where have you left the Gentleman ? 

Bruſh. In a friend's houſe, Sir. . 

Lov; What friend ? 

Bruſb. Why, a Tavern. 

Zov. What took him there ? 

Bruſh. A Coach, Sir. 

Lov. How d'ye mean 2 

Bruſh. A Coach and Six, Sir, no lefs, I'llafſure you, Sir. 

Zov. A Coach and Six ! | | 

Bruſh. Yes, Sir, ſix Whores and a Carted Bawd. He pick'd *em all * 
uP in the ſtreet, and is gone with this ſplendid Retinue into the Sun by 
Covent-Garden, I ask*'d him what he meant ? he told me, That he 
only wanted to. Whet, when the very ſight of *em tnrn'd my Stomach. 

Lov. The fellow will er his ſwing, tho he hang for't. However, 
run to him, and bid him take the name of Mockmode z call himſelf Aock- 


mode upon all occaſions ; and tell him that he ſhall find me here how 
| | our - 
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Four in the afternoon,—Ask no queſtions, but fly. -— $0. — His uſur- 
ping that name gives him a Title to Court Lucinda, by which I ſhall 
diſcover her Inclinations to (Exit Bruſh) this MMockmode, whoſe com - 


' ing to Town has certainly occafion'd her quarrel with me ; while I 


ſet, the Hound himſelf upon a wrong ſcent, and ten to one provide 
for Miſtriſteſs Tr#dge by the bargain.  *Tis faid, one cart be a Friend 


- and a Lover, 


But oppoſite to that, this Plot ſhall prove ; | 
_ T'll ferve my Friend by what aſſiſts my Love, (Exit, 


The Em. of the Second A C  þ 


2 a; 
SCEN E, Lucinda's Howſe. 
- Enter l.eanthe Sola, areſs'd like a Page. 


 AEthinks this Livery ſuits 11] my Birth : but ſlaveto Love, ] muſt not 
difobey ; his ſervice is the hardeſt Vaſlalage, forcing the Powers 


| Divine to lay their Godſhips down, to be more Gods, more happy 


here below.— Thus I, poor Wanderer, have left my Country, diſ- 

guis'd my ſelf ſo much, I hardly know whether this Habir or my Love 

be blindeſt ; to follow one, perhaps, that loves menot, tho every breath 

of his ſoft words was Paſſion, and every accent Love. Oh Roebuck | 

p ( Weeps. 
Enter Rocbuck. 


Roeb. This is the Page, Love's Link-boy, that muſt light me the way.-- 
How now, pretty Boy ? has your Lady beaten you ? ha ? --This Lady 
muſt be a Yenas, for ſhe has got a Cupid in her Family. -?Tis a won- 
drous pretty Boy, -— ( Leanthe ſtarts, and ftares ar him.) * but a very 
Comical Boy. What the Deyil does he ſtare at? © 

Lean. Oh Heav'n's ! is the Obje@ real, or are my eyes falſe? Is that 
Rocbuck, or am I Leantbe ? I am afraid he's not the ſame ; and too ſure 
Fm not wy ſelf. — - (Weeps. 
| Roeb, W hat 
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Roch, What offence cou'd' ſuch pretty Innocence commit, to de- 


ſerve a puniſhment to make you cry ? 

Lean. Oh. Sir! a wondrous offence, 

Roeb. What was it, my Child ? 

Lean. I prick'd my Finger with a Pin, till I made it bleed, 

- Rocb. Such little Boys as you, ſhou'd have a care of ſharp things, 

Lean. Indeed, Sir, we ought; for it prick'd me ſo deep that the 
ſore went to my very heart. 

Roeb. Poor Boy | here's a plaiſter for your ſore Finger —— 

[Gives him Gold, 


| Lean. Sir, you had beſt keep it for a fore Finger. [returns it, 
Rocb. ©? my Conſcience the Boy's witty, but not very wiſe in re- 
' turning Gold. — Come, come, you ſhall take it. [Forces it upon 


| 1 him, and kiſſes him. 
_ Lean. That's the fitter cure for my ſore Finger.-- —- The ſame dear 
Lips ftill, Ohthat the Tongue within them were as true! ' (aſide: 

Koeb. By Heavens this Boy has the ſofteſt pair of Lips 1 ever ta- 
ſted. I ne're found before that Ladys kiſs'd their Pages; but now if 
this Rogue were not too.young, I ſhou'd ſuſpet he were before-hand 
with me. I gad, I muſt kiſs him again. — Come, you ſhall take the 
Money. - (Kiſſes. 

Lean, 'Oh how he bribes me into Bribery ; —But what muſt 1 do 
whit this Money, Sir ? 

Roeb. You muſt get a little miſtreſs, and treat her with it. 

Lean. Sir, I have one Miſtreſs already; and they ſay no man can 
ſerve two Maſters, much leſs two Miijtreſſes. How many Miſtreſles 
have you, pray ? | "_ | 

Roeb. Umh !——1 gad the Boy has pos'd me. — How many, Child ? 
— Why, let me ſee. There was Mrs. Mary, Mrs. Margaret, Mrs. 
Lucy, Mrs. Suſap, Mrs. Judy, and ſo forth ; to the number of five and 
twenty, or Tthereabouts, +: 

Lean. Oh ye Powers ! and did you love %em all ? . 

Reeb. Yes, deſperately.—I wou'd have drank and fought forſany one 
of *em. I have ſworn and ly'd to every one of *em; and have lain 
with'em all That's for your Encouragement, Boy. Learn betimes, 
Youth ; young Plants ſhowd be water*d. Your Smock face was made 
for a Chamber Utenſil. | | 

Lean. And did not one eſcape ye ? 

' Roeb. Yes, one did, —+—the Devil take her. 

Lean, What, don't you love her then ?. BD OI0- 

Roeb. No, faith ; but I bear her an argorous grudge ſtill ;' ſomething 
between Love and ſpight, I cou'd kill her with kindneſs, 

Leen. I don't believe it, Sir ; you cou'd not be ſo hard-hearted ſure : 
Her honourable Paſſion, I think, ſhou'd pleaſe you beſt. 
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" Roeb. O Child ! Boys of your ape are ' continually reading Roman- 
ces, filling your Heads with that old bombaſt of Love and Honour : 
But. when you come to my years, you'll underſtand better things. 

Lean. And muſt I be a falſe treacherous Villain, when I come to 
your years, Sir ? Is Falſhood and Perjury eſſential to the perfe& ſtate 
of manhood ? 

Roeb. Pſhaw, Children and old men always talk thus fooliſhly. 
you underſtand nothing, Boy. pI | 

Lean: Yes, Sir, I have been in Love and much more than you, I 
perceive. 

Roeb. It appears then, that there's no ſervice in the World ſo e- 
ducating to a Boy, as a Ladies.—By Jove, this Spark may be older 
than I imagin. Hark ye, Sir ; do you never pull of your Ladies Shoes 
and Stockins ? Do you never reach her the Pincuſhion ? Do you 
fever ſit on her bed-ſide, and ſing ta her ? ha /—Come, tell me, that's 
my good Boy.— (Makes much of hin. 

. Lean, Yes, 1 do ling her aſleep ſometimes. 

Roeb. But do you never waken her again ? 

- Lean.'No, but I conſtantly wake my ſelf ; my reſt's always diſturb- 
ed by Viſions of the Devil. | 

Roeb. Who wow'd imagin now that this young ſhaver cou'd dream 
of a ———— ſo ſoon ?——-But what Songs does your Lady delight in 
moſt * os 

Lean. Paſſionate ones, Sir ; I'll fing you one of %em, if you'll ſtay, 

Roeb. With all my heart, my little Cherubim. The Rogne is fond 
of ſhewing his parts. Come, begin. 


A SONG: Set by Mr. Richardſon. 


How bleſs'd ave Lovers in diguiſe | . \ 

Like Gods, they ſee, 
As I do thee, : 

Unſeen by human Eyes. 
Expos'd to view. 
Pm hid from you ; 

Pm alter'd, yet: the ſame : 
T he dark conceals me, 
Love reveals me ; 


Love , which lights me by its Flame. 


ws 
Were you not falſe, you me wou'd know ; . 
For ths your Eyes 
Cowd not deviſe, 


Tour heart had told you fo, 


Torr 


=D... Cr 


L ove and « Bottle, Bo, 
Your” heart wor d beat ' | 
With eager heat, 
And me by S mpatby wor d fo nd : 
True Love might ſee 
One chang” d like me, 


Falſe Love 15 only blind. 


Roeb. Oh my little Angel in voice and ſhape— ( Kiſſes her. ws I cou'd 
wiſh my ſelf a Female for thy ſake. 

Lean. You're much betteras,you are for my ſake. _— - -- (Afde 

 Roeb. Or if;thou'wert a Woman, I wou'd | 
_ Lean. What wow'd you? Marry me? wou'd you marry met 

Roeb. Marry you, Child ?:;No, no; I love you too well for that,.you 
ſhou'd not have my hand, but all my ' Body at once,———But to. opr bu- 
ſineſs. 1s your. Lady at, home. - 7 

Lean. My Lady ! What bugneſs' have-you with my Lady, pray Sir ? 
.. Kocb,, Don't,ask Queſtions. You know Mr. Lovewel/ 
_ . Lean. Yes, very. well. - He'smy great Friend, and.one I wor'd ſerve 
abaye all the World —+ buThis Siſter. 

Kogb,, His-Siſter !-—Ha ! that gives me a twinge for my Sin.-—Pray, 
Mr. Page, was Leavthe well when you left her? - 

Lean. No, Sir ; . but wondrous melancholy, by the departure of 2 
dear. Friend of ;hers; to another World, 

Recb., Oh that !was the perſon mention'd in her Letter,” whoſe des 
parture occaſion'd your departure for England. 

Lean, T hat- was' the  occafion of my coming, too ſure, Sir. —Oh, 
*twas a; dear Friend.to me: the loſs makes me weep, 

-. Roch. -Poos tender-hearted Creature !——But I ſtill find there was not 
a word of me.——Pray, good Boy, let your Miſtreſs know here's one 
to wait:on her. | 
\ Lean. Your buſineſs is from Mr. Lovewel, 1 ſuppoſe, Sir ? 
© Roch. Yes, yes. 1 - 

' Lean. Then Pl] 20. | (Exit. | 
- . Roeb. I've thrown my caſt, and am fairly in for't. But an't I an im- 
pudent Dog ? Had I as much "Gold in my Breeches, as Braſsin my Face, 
1 durſt attempt a-whole Nunnery. This Lady is a reputed Vertue, 
of Good Fortune and Quality ; I am a Rakehelly Raſcal not worth 
a Groat 5 and without any farther Ceremony, am going to Der 
bauch her. Eut hold, — She does not know that Pm this Rake» 
helly Raſcal, and 1 know that ſhe's a Wonian, one of eighteen too ; 
Beautiful, Witty. ——O my Conſcience upon ſecond thoughts, I am not 
ſo very Impudent neither, —Now as to my management, [1 firſttry 
the whining Addreſſes, and ſee if ſhe'll bleed in the ſoft Vein. 
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Enter Lucinda. 


Eic, Have you any buſineſs with me, Sir ? 
Roeb. Thus look'd the forbidden Fruit, luſcious-and tempting. *Tis 


ripe, and will ſoon fall, if one will ſhake the Tree. ( Aſide. 
Lnc. Have you any bus'neſs with me, Sir ! — (Comes nearer, 


Roch. Yes, Madam, the busgneſs'of mankind. ;-To adore you. M 
Love, like my Blood, circulates thro* my Veins, and at every pulſe 


of my heart animates me with- a"freſh Paſſion. — Wonder not, Ma- 


dam, at the power of your Eyes, whoſe painted Datts have ſtruck 
on a young and tender heart which they eafily pierced, and which una- 
cuſtom'd to ſych wounds finds the ſmart more painfu], 
(Leay. peeps) Oh Traytor'! Juſt ſuch: words 'he = tome. 
Luc. Hey day. I was never fo attack'd ii all my Life. In love with 
me, Sir / Did you ever ſee me before?! 6 © / j5, tg 
Roeb. Never, by Jove. — (Afde.)—— Oh,' ten thonſfand times, Ma- 
dam. Your lovely Idea is always \in\my:- view; either alſcep* or a- 
wake, cating or drinking, walking, ſitting or ſtandihg/; alone; or in 
Company, my fancy wholly feeds upon your dear- Image, and every 
thought is you.--— Now have I told about fifteen lies in a Breath. 
| | ; | '” < Cfde: . 
Luc. 1 ſuppoſe, Sir, you are ſome conceited young <eribile ink 
got the benefits of © firſt Play' in your Pocket, and 'are 'now *Poing 
a Fortune hunting, - a CIO 2 18: 
Rocb. But why -aScribler, Madam ? Are' my Cloaths*ſo courſe. as 
if they were ſpun by thoſe lazy Spinſters the' Muſes?! Does the patt- 
ing of my Fore-top ſhew ſo thin, as if it reſembledthe two wither fops 
of Parnaſſus? Do you ſee any thing peculiarly Whimfical or ill-natur'd 
in my Face ? Is my Countenance ſtrain d, as if my head were diſtorted 
by a Stranguary'of [Thought ? Is 'thore- any thing” proudly, ſlbvenly, 
or afteedly careleſs in my Dreſs ? Do my hands look like Paper moths ? 
I think, Madam, I have nothing Poerical about me. ' SM ep 
Luc. Yes, Sir, you have Wit enough to talk like a Fo? ; and are Fool 
enough to talk like a Wit. 2. 1 $502- - 37% [ifs 
Roch, You call'd me Peot, Madam, and I know'no' better way bf 
Revenge, - than to convince. you that I am one by my Impudence. — ' 
| A 79: (Ofers to kiſs her hand. 
Luc. Then' make me a Copy-of Verſes upon that, Sir. [ Hits 
| | bim on the ear, and. Exit. 


-Leanthe E ntring. 


ſow d'ye like the Subject, Sir ? 
Roc'. * bis a very copious one. (Spitting.) It has made my [ol] 


1his 
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rhime in my Head, This it is to be thonght a Poet ; every Minx mult 
be caſting his Profeſſion in his Teeth, —What ; Gone; - © * 

Lean. Ay, ſhe 'knows'that making Verſes requires Solitude and Re- 
tirement. 983 00M: D9Y 2355 3.40 | . 

Roch. She certainly was dfrdid: I intended to beg leave to dedicate 
ſomething.—If ever 1 make Love like a Poetical fool again, may I never 

receive any fayour bur a Subject for a Copy of Verſes. | 

] © Re-entar Lucinda.” . 

Luc. 1 wort diſmiſs him thus, for.fear ne Lampoor' me.—Well, Sir, ' 
have you done them ?51j: {50 214 nl og ELD . 051 
. Roeb, Yes, Madam, :wilbyou pleaſe to read.” ©; (Catches ltr and 
Lean. ji: Oh Heawn b tan never: beariat}”  '  &ifſes her-three or four times. 

I muſt deviſe ſome means t6 partem. - AER 9 (Exit. 

Luc. Sir: your. Verſes ate too; rough and conftrain'd. However, be- 
cauſe 1 gaye: the orfaſion;Pll.pardon: what's paſt. ! BE 

Rocb. By. the Lor* ſhe was angry only becauſe I did not. make the 
firſt offer to her Lips. (Afide)—Then, Madam, the Peace is concluded? 

* Luc. Yes, and therefore; both., parties ſhould draw out of the Field. 

| Going. 

Roeb. Not *till we make Reprizgls: + [»make? Peace with oo 4 
hand; >Madam;-and'tilb you'return my heart, which.you have taken, or 
your own. in excbange,. I will not; put up. | And. fo, Madam, I pro- 


claim open War again. — EEE. ( Catches ber 
an G80} bajgioznan ods fo 916 2H Haar 119) * 
y ” * , ' " - LE Os _— . «ob is 
11 Pf 45 ? uu 3£ (1 a "all 4 . Enter Leanthe: i 
ig! D39b 1 n-10W bn: nf &þ gortmone tr 


Lean. Oh, Madam ! yonder's poor little Grab,your Lap-Dog,has got- 
his head between twaek the'Window-bats, and1s like to be ſtrangl1d. 
]) tbe 1 0943 7% 4 (CThe Dog howls behind'the Scenes. 
Luc. .Oh Lard, my. poor Crabby / I muſt run to the reſcue of m 
or. Dog zi wait on yog inſtantly.— Come, come, Page: 
Poor Crabby'.7- MP, DITA Ad Ts) (Exit w#h. Leanthe, 
feb: Oh the Devil chock Crabby !/—Well, 1 find there's much more 
-Rhetorick in-the Lips than in the-/Tongue, — — fad Bufs been the firſt 
word of my: Courtſhip, I might have gain'd the /Outworks by this . 
Impudence in Love, is like Conrage in Wan; tho: Both blind Chances, 
becauſe Women and Fortune rule them, | Es 


Re-enter Leanthe. 


Lean. Sir, my Lady begs your pardon J there's ſomething extraordi- 


| nary happen'd, which -prevents her waiting on you, as ſhe promis'd. 


Rocb, What has Monſieur'| Crabby: rubb'd ſonie . of the hairs off his 
Neck ? Has he diſorder'd his pretty cars? ſhe won't come again 
then ? Lean. No 

| 7 


— > CO In x Or ao i anne none tn 


©. Leen, No Sir z-you muſt excuſe her.” - 


Child. ”7Tis' time you-had loſt your. Maiden-head, you're too old for 


. Leen.” Wild:as:Winds, and unconfirn'd as Air. Yet T may rechim him. 
_ His follies are weakly founded,upon the Principles of Honour, where the 


\linefs.:of Vice! 1. 7 


—_ 


Love wn a Bottle. 


Roeb. Then Fl} go be Drunk. —Harkye, Sirrah ; 4 have half a dozen 
delicious Creatares waiting for me-at-the: Sun ; you - ſhall along with, . 
me and have your - Chocie. I'll enter you into the School'of 'Venus 


Play-things. | | [24 [HEE | 

Lean. Oh Heavens / Þ had rather he ſhou'd tay then go there. (Afde) 
But why will you keep ſuch -Company, Sir ? | 
i" Bgeb. Nay, if: y're for Advice, farewell: | ' - 
Men of ripe underſtanding ſhou'd always deſpiſe* ++ * | * | 
What Babes. only prattiſe, and Dotards adviſe. ( Exit ſmgin 10. 


very Foundation helpsto undermine the Strufture. How charming wou'd 
Vertue look in him, iwhoſe -behaviour cati' add a Grace to the unſeem- 
198 | P1] 
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| | 
Lwe, What is the Gentleman:$one'? /. ol 097 I's 555 
Lean, Yes, Madam: : He. was inſtantly taken i1Þwith a'violent pain 
in his Stomach, and-was forc'd; to-/thurvy | away3in a Chait to his 
Lodging. te cen SUEDE GE 48 1 
Luc. Oh poor Gentleman ! He's one of thoſe conceited fools that 
think no Female can reſiſt their, Temptations. Blockheads, that imagin 
all Wit to conſiſt in blaſpheming Heav*n and Women. Pll feed his 
Vanity, but tare» hid Lave 11+ 7 2 iobioy fl meh 1D an” 
And\may' all: Coxcombs: meet. no\/berer Hare, /!3 12 1 19. - 
Who doubt our Sexes Virtue, or dare prompt our hate. (Exit, 
; ) 2029 iO ; | 


SCENE LyrickvChamber in Widow 'Bullfindt's hoyſe 5 Papers ſeatter?d a 
retire ia idats, 
| Tyr. /Twoas'gootS.ines as:eyer'were written, : * '(Rjſcvg. 
I gad 1 ſhall-maull theſe. topping fellows.-— Says Mr. Lep,” | 
Let theye be nor one Glimps, one” Starry ſpark; ' 14 9 
But God's meet Gods, and juſtle in the Dark. . | 
Says little Lyrick, 
Let all the Lights be burnt out to « Snuff, 
And Gods meet Gods, and play at Blind-mar's buff. 
Very well ! a | 
Ler Gods meet Gods, and fo —— fall out and cuff. 
That's much mended. They*re as noble Lines as ever were penn*p. Oh, 
here comes my damn'd Muſe; I'm always in the Humour of writing E- 
legy after a little of her Inſpiration. 


4 


Enter Bull. 


Lowe' and 'a Bottle. 


Enter Ballfinch. Hh % . 


Bull. Mr. Lyrick, what do you mean by all this ? Here you have 
lodg'd two years in my houſe,, promiſed 'me Eighteen-pence /a week 
for your -Lodging, and I have ne're receiv'd-cighteer farthings, not the _ 
value of that, Mr Lyrick (Snapes with her fingers)” you always put me 
off with telling me of your Play, your -* 5Mr —Sir, you ſhall play no 
more with'me, Pm in earneſt, - . 

This living on Love 1s the deareſt Lodging—a Man's eternal- 
ly p 4: nnd, « tho- perhaps he have leſs. of one ready Coin i than other. — 
There's , more- trouble 1n 2 Play'than-you :1magin, Magam, '-* - 

Bull, i There's more trouble, with a Lodger ' than : you think, Mr. 
Lyrick. | 
"—_ Firſt there's the decorum of Time. ii 

Bull, Which you never obſerve, for you keep the work hours of any 
Lodger in Town. - 

Lyr. Thea there's the exaGtneſs of Charadters. Gi 

-Byll. And you have the moſt. ſcandalous oneI. ever heard. ws 

Lyr. Then there's laying the Drama. — wh ; 

El. Then you fou) my Napkins and Towels. =»m '* / 

Lyr. Then there are preparations of: Incidents, working the Paſſions, 
Brees of Expreſſion, Cloſeneſs of Plot, Juftneſs of Place, Turn of 
Language, Opening the Cataſtrophe. 

Bull. Then you wear out my Sheets, burn my Fire and Candle,dirty my 
Houſe, eat my ;Meat, deſtroy my Drink, wear out my Furntture -—— 
L have lent you Money out of my Pocket. - i. ; 

Lyr. Was eyer poor. Rogue ſo- ridden? If ever the Muſes had a Horſe, 
I am he. —— Faith Madam, paor Pegaſus is Jaded: - ' /! | | | 

Bull. Come, come, Sir, he.ſhan't flip his Neck out of the Collar for 
all that. Money 1 will have, and 'Money I- muft have , let your Play 
and you both be damn'd. 

Lyr. Well, Madam, my Bookſeller is to bring'me ſome twenty Gui- 
nes for a few Sheets of mine preſently, which-I hope will free me 
from your Sheets. 

Bull. My Sheets, Mr. Dyrick! Pray what dye mean ? Pl aſſure you, 
Sir, my Sheets are finer = an any of your Muſes ſpinning. Marry 
come up. 
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Lyr. Faith you have ſpun me ſo fine, that you have-almoſt crack'd my 
Thread of Life, as may appear by my Spindle-ſhanks. 

Bull, Why ſure—Where was your Thalia, and yonur Melpomene, 
when the Tayler wou'd have-ſtripp'd you of your Silk Waſtcoar, and 
have clapt you on a Stone- doublet ? Wou'd all your Golden Verſe have 
paid the Serjeants Fees ? 


Lyr. Truly 


_— 
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Lyr. Truly, you freed me from Gaol, to confine me.in a Dugeon ; 
you did not ranſom 'me, but-bought -me as a flave ; So, Madan, {!l 
purchaſe my freedom as ſoon as poſſible. Fleſh and Blood can't bear it, 

Bull, Take ybur courſe, Sir. There were a couple of Gentlemen juſt 
now to'enquire for you z 'and if'they come -again,,' they ſhaft be put off 
with the old ſtory of your: being abroad, "111- promiſe you that,'SIr,(Exre, 

Lyr. Zoos : it this Bookſeller does not bring me Money —— 


| Enter Pamphlet. 


. Oh,; Mr, Pamphlet, your Servant. Have'you perus'd my Poems ? 
Pam, Yes, Sit,- and there are ſome things very well,'-extraordinary 
well, Mr.'Zyrick : but I don'c think 'em rt my 'purpoſe.— Poetry's 
a meer Drug, Sir. . 

Lyr. Is that becauſe I take Phyſick when | write ? 
| Damn this coſtive feHow, now he does not apprehend the Joke. 
| Pam, No, Sir ; but your name does not recommend *em.. One'muſt 
; write himſelf into a Confumption before he gain Reputation. | 
| Ly. That's the -wayjto lye. dbed when his Name's up. Now'l lye | 
| q | abed before I can,gain Reputation. 477 j cj: | 
| 14 Pam. Why fo4qur ? My; > - | F373 Cd 62 

| FE Lyr. Becauſe'} nave ſcarcely:any Cloaths'to put on, —If eyer man did 
l!\ Penance in-a White Sheet—— ? | 
i Pam. You ſtand only ſometimes in a White Sheet for your offences 
with your Landlady. Faith, I have otten wonder'd how your Mu 
cou'd take ſuch flights, yoak'd to ſuch a Cartload-as' ſhe is. 

Lyr. Oh, they arg like the Iriſh Horſes, they draw beſt by the Tall— 
/ (i Haye, you ever ſeen any of my Burleſque, Mr. Pamphlet ? I have a Pro- 
IH: | ' - jet of turning three or four of our moſt topping tellows into Doggrel. 
W. As for Example; ——— | ( Read;. | 
Conqueſt with Lawrels has or Arms adori'd, + 
And Rome in tears of Blood our anger mourn'd. 
- Now, Butchers with Roſemary have our Beef adorr'd, 
Which has in Gravy Tears our Hunger mourn d. 
. How dye like it, Mr. Pamphlet, ha ? —Well ——— —_ * 
Like God's, we paſsd the rueged' Alpine Hills } 


i | Melted our way, and drove our hiſſing Wheels ; 
7m Thbro cloudy Deluges, Eternal Rills. 
" ; Now obſerve, Mr. Pamphlet ;, pray obſerve. 
Like. Razors keen, our Knives cut paſſage clean 
Through Rills of Fat, and Delwges of Lean. 
Pam. Very well, upon my Soul. —-- 
Lyr. Hwl'd dreadful Fire and Vinegar infus d. | | 
Pam. Ay, Sir, Vinegar ! how patly that comes in for the Beef, Mr. 
Lyrick'! *Tis all wondrons fine indeed. | 
Lyr. This 
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Lyr., This is the moſt ingenious fellow - of bis Trade that 1 have 
ſeen ; he underſtands a good thing.— (4ſide.) — But as to our bus'neG. 
— W hat are you willing to 'give for theſe Poems? Prithee fay ſome- 
thing. There are about three thouſand lines. —— Here, take *em for 
a couple of Guinea's. | | 

Pam. No, Sir, Paper is ſo exceſſive dear- that I. dare not -vemture 
ppon em. - | | WE | 

Ly. Well, becauſe you're a Friend, I'll beſtow *tm upon you. —- 
Here, take em all. — There's the hopes of a Dedication ſtill. ( Aſide. 

Pan. i give you a thouſand "= g Sir ; but I dare not venture the 
hazard ; they'll ne're quit coſt indeed; Sir. Ul 4 

Lyr. This fefow is one of the greateſt Blockheads that ever was Mem- 
ber of, a Corporation.———How, ſhall 1] be reveng'd ? 


Enter Boy. 


Boy. Sir, there are two Men below defire to have the Honour of kiſ- 
ſing your hand. 547592 [1k [[=1h 5 fl Ie -. 

Lyr. They muſt be. Knaves or Fools, By their fulſome Complement. 
Hark ye— (Whiſpers the Boy.) —Bid'em walk up. - | 

Pam. Since you have got Company, Sir, I'll take my leave. 

Lyr. No, no, Mr. Pamphlet, by no means! we muſt drink before we 
part. Boy, a Pintof Sack and a Toaſt. Theſe are two Gentlemen 
out of the, Country, who will be for all the new things lately publiſhed ; 
they'll be good Cuſtomers.- Come, fit down, —— You haye- not 
ſeen my Play yet ?.——- Here, take the Pen, and if you ſee any thing 
amiſs, .correQ.it ; Il go bring *em up; — —- Stay, lend me your Hat 
and Wig, or T ſhall take cold going down Stairs. [He rakes Pamphlet's 

Hat and Wig, aud puts his Cap on Pamphlet's Head. 

Pam, ($91) This tis a right Poetical Cap; *tis Bays the outſide, and 
the Lining Fuſtian, — [[Regding.] — This is all ſtuff, worſe than his 
Poems. 


Enter two Bniliffs behind him, and clap him on the ſhoulder. 


1 Bail, Sir, you're the Kings Priſoner. | | 
"Pam. That's a good Fancy enough, Mr. Lyrick. But pray don't in- 
verenys me, F'minthe beſt Scene. I gad the Drama is very well 

aid. | | 

2 Bajl. Come, Sir.. ; | 

Pam. Well, well, Sir, I'll pledge ye. Prithee now good Mr. Lyrick 
do'nt diſturbme, | | 

And furious Lightnings brandiſh' d im her Eyes. 

T hat's true Spirit of Poetry. 


1 Bal, Zoons, 
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1- Bail. Zoons, Sir, Pye banter us ?- [Takes him nnder cach arm, and' 
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d Tos ; hanls him up. 

Pan. Gentlemen—lI beg you/pardon. How d'ye like the City Gentle- 
men? If you have any occaſion for Books to carry into the Country, I 
can furniſh you as well as any man abont Pauls. Where's Mr, Lyrick. 

T Bail.' TheſeWits are datarable Cunning. . I always have donble Fees 
for Arreſting one of youWits. All your Evaſions won't do ; we under- 
ſtand trap, Sir ; you muſt not think to catch old Birds with Chaft, Sir. 

Pam. Zoons, Gentlemen, Pm not'the Perſon ; I'm a Freeman of the 
City z I have good Effets, Gentlemen, good Effets. Dyyethink to make 
a Fool of m: Pm a Bookſeller,” no Poet. * Bf; 

2 Bail, Ay, Sir, we know what you are by yotr Fools Cap there. 

1 Bail. Yes, One'of you Wits wow'd have paſs?d vpon us for a Corn- 
cutter yeſterday; and was fo like one, we had almoſt believed him. 

FC Hauls him. 
Pam. Why Gentlemen, Gentlemen, Officers, have. a. little Patience, 
and Mr. Lyrick will come up Stairs. | 

1 Bail, No, no; Mr, Lyrick ſhall go down Stairs. He word have us 
wait till fome Friends come into reſcue him; © - Ah-thefſe Wits are Devi- 
liſh Cunning. - (Exit havling Pamphlet. 


Enter Lynck, Mockmode, and Club ; Lyrick dre/#4.. 


Lyr. Ha, ha, ha. Very Poetical Faith ; a good Plot for a Play, Mr.. 


a _ ym in One eather,— Ha, ha, we How 
; along; Tike the three Volumes of the ErpliſhRogwe ſqueez'd: 
| rogrher 0h u elf, - -A_—_—_ [193 ME 


. Mch. Whit way it; what was it, Mr, Lyrick ?- 
"Tyr. ' Why; 1 atm a States-man, Sir. - I can't but lavgh,. 
to think how they H fpanye the ſheet before the Errata be blot- 


'ted out ; and then how he'll hamper the Dogs for falſe Impriſonment:. 


Mock. But pray what was the matter, Mr. Zyrick ! 

Lyr. Nothing, Sir, but a Shurking Bookſeller that ow'd me about 
Forty Guinea's for a few lines.  He*'wou'd kave_put me off, ſo I ſent for 
2 couple of pelBogs, and Arreſted him. ' £ | 

Moek. Oh Lord, Mr. 'Lyrick, Honeſty's quite out of' doors ; *tis a rare 
thing to find a man that's a true Friend, a true Friend is a rare thing 
indeed '— Mr. Lyrick, will you be my Friend f? I only want that Ac- 
compliſhment, 1 have got. a Miſtreſs, a Dancing 'and Fencing-Ma- 
ſer; and now I want only a Friend, to be @ fine Gentleman. . 

Lyr.. Have you never had a Friend, Sir ? 


Mock. Yes, 


. #; 
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Mock. Yes, a very honeſt fellow ; our. Friengſhi comnienc'd in. che | 
- College+-Cellar; and we lov'd one another like'two "tain til:we na- 
luckily fe#t out afterwards at a Game at Tables,” x by 

Eyr. 1 find then that neither of ye loſt by the fer.” (A4[ide. 
But my ſhort acquaintance can't recommend 'me to ſuch a Truſt. 

Mock. Pſhaw ! Acquaintance ? — You mulſt be a'man of Honour, as 
you're a Poet, Sir. | 

Lyr. But what uſe wou'd you make of a Friend, Sir ? - 

Mock, Only to tell my Secreets too, and be my. Second,- -— Now, 
Sir, a Wit muſt be heſt to keep a Secret, becauſe what you ſay to one's 
prejadice will be thought malice. Then you muſt have, a Deviliſh deal 
of Courage by your Heroick Writing. — - | 

But know, that I alone am King of Me. 
Heav?ns ! ſurethe Author of that Line muſt be a plaguy ſtout fellow ; 
it makes me Valiant as He#or when I read it. 

Lyr. Sir, we ſtick to what we write as little as Divines to what they 
preach. -- Beſides, Sir, there are other qualifications requiſite in a Friend, . 
he muſt lend you Money. . Now, Sir, I'can't be that Friend, for I want 
forty Guinea'ss  * As | 

Mock. Sir, I can lend you fifty ypon good ſecurity, —T was the laſt 
word my Father ſpoke on his Death-bed, -that I ſhou'd never lend Mo- 
ney without ſecurity, _ | 

Lyr. Fie, Sir ! Security from a Friend, and a Man of Honour by his 
Profeflion too ! CENT. | 

Mock. By the Unjyerſe, that's true, you are my Friend. - Then T1! 
tell you a Secret— They whiſper. : 

Club. Now will this plag it turn my Noſe out of Joynt—I was 
my Maſter's Friend before, tho” I never found -the knack of borowin 
Money ; tho? I have receiv'd ſome marks of his Friendſhip, ſome ſoun 
drubs about the Head and Shoulders, or ſo. Ihave been bound for him 
too, in the Stocks, for his breaking Windows very often. 

Lyr. Mr. Mockmode, you may be impo$'d upon. I wau'd ſee this La- 
dy you court. Iknow:Mr, Zoverell has a Miſtreſs nam'd Zycinda ; but 
that ſhe lodges in this houfe, I much dopbt. 

Mock. Impos'd upon. That's very Comical, —Ha, . ha, ha ! you ſhall 
ſee, Sir ; come. —Pray Sir, you're my Friend. | 

Lyr. Nay, pray z Indeed, Sir, I beg your [They Complement for the door.] 
Pardon ; you'rea *Squire, Sir, 

Mock. Zauns, vir, you lie, I'm not.a Fool ; I'll take an affront from 
no man.— Draw, Sir. (D7aws. | 

Club, Draw, 'Sir.—I gad PH put his Noſe out of. joynt now. 

Zyr. Unequal numbers, Gentlemen. 

Club, Vm only my Maſter's Friend, his Second, or ſo, Sir, 


F 2 Lyr. What's - 
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Iyr. What's the matter, noble 'Squire ? wo 
Meck. You lie again, Sir. --Zavns, draw.— (ſtrikes bim with his ſword. 
Lyr. Ha! a blow ! Eſſex, , a blow yet I will be calm. 


Club. Zoons, draw, Sir. [Strikes bim. 
Lyr. Oh patience Heaven ! Thou art my Friend ſtill. 
Mock. You lie, Sir. 
Lyr. Then thou art a Traytor, Tyant, Monſter, | 
Mock. Zauns, Sir, you're a Son of- a Whore, and a Raſcal, 
Club. A Scribler, 
Lyr. Ah, ah, — That ſtings home. ——<scribler ! 
Atock. Ay, Scribler, Ballad-maker. 
Lyr. Nay then ==—- bg | | 

I and the Gods wilHight it with ye all. (Draw:. 


Enter Roebuck drank, and ſinging. 


France nere will comply 
Tilt ber Claret run dry; 
Then let's pull away, to defeat her - | 
He hinders the Peace, 
Who refuſes this Glaſs, 
And deſerves to be hang*d for a Traytor. 
Now, my Mirmydons fall on ; I have taken off the odds. 
; ' Dub a dub, dub a dnb, to the Battle, (Sings. 
| 


ll. Zoons Gentlemen, why don't ye fight ? — Blood, fight. Oblige 
| bi! me ſo far to fight a little 1 long fo 41 a little ſport, ; | 
if. -, Lyr. Sr, | ſcorn to' ſhew ſport to any man. (puts ups 
[I Mock. And ſo do 1, by the Univerſe, 

Club, And 1, by the Univerſe; | 

Lyr. 1 ſhall take another time. (Exit, 
Rocb. Here Raſcal, take your Chopping-knife, -—- gives Club bis Sword. 
and bring me a Joynt of that Coward's fleſh for your Maſters Supper. — 
Fly, Dog.—— : (Takes bimby the Noſe. 

Club. Avh !— This fellow's likelieſt to put my Noſ: out of joint. 

Roeb. Now, Sir, tell me, how you durft be a Coward? 

Mock. Coward, Sir? Pm a Man of a great Eſtate, Sir ; I have five thou- 
ſand Acres of as good fighting ground as any in England, goodTerrafirma, 
Sir, Coward, Sir ! Have a care what yon ſay, Sir.,—-My Father was a 
Parliament Man; Sir, and I was bred at the College, Sir. 

Wi. Xceb, Oh then I know your. Genealogy ; your Father was a Senior- 
"wh Fellow, and your Mother was an Air-pump, You were ſuckPd by Pla- 
wu zonick Idea's, and you have ſome of your Mothers Milk in your Noſe 
yet. 2 


Ack, From 
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Mock. Form the Propoſition by Mode and Figure, Sir. 

Foeb. 1 told you ſo. — Blow your Noſe Child, and haye a care of 
dirting your Philoſophical ſlabbering-bib. | ] 

Mock. What d'ye mean, Sir ? 

Roeb. Your ſtarch'd Band, ſet by Mode and Figure, Sir. _. 

| Mock. Band Sir ?—— This fellow's blind, Drunk. I wear a Cra« 
vat, Sir ? 

Roeb. Then fet a good face upon the matter. Throw off Childiſhneſs 
and Folly with your banging-fleeves. Now you have left the Univer- 
ſity, learn, learn. : | 

Mock, This fellow's an Atheiſt, by the Univerſe ; I'll take notice of 
him, and inform againſt him for being Drunk. Pray, Sir, what's 
your Name ? = 

Roeb. My name ? by the Lord I have forgot. 
on't by and by. 

M Meck. Zauns, forget your own Name ! your memory muſt be very 
ort, Sir, 

Reeb, Ay, ſo it ſeems, for I was but Chriſten'd this morning, and I 
have forgor it already. 

Mock. Was your Worſhip then Tufk or Jew before ? ——— 

I knew he was ſome damn'd bloody Dog. (Aſide, 

Roeb. Sir, I have been Turk, or Jew rather, ſince ; for I have got a 
plaguy heatheniſh Name.—Pox or't.—Oh ! now I have it. Mo — 
Mock— mo Mockmode. | : 

Mock. Mockmode | Meckmode, Sir, Pray how do you ſpell it ? 

- Roeb, Go you to your A, B, C. you came laſt from the Univerſity. 

Afock. Sir, Pm calPd Mockmode.— What Family are you of, Sir ? 

Rob. What Family are you of, Sir ? | 

Mock. Of Mockmode- Hall in Shropſhire. 

Roch, Then I'm of the ſame, 1 behieve.—1 fancy, Sir, that you and I 
are near Relations, | 

Mock. Relations. Sir ! There are but two Families ; my Fathers; 
who is now dead, and his Brothers, Colonel Peaceable Mockmode. 

Roeb. Ay, ay, the very ſame Colonel Peaceable. Is not he Co- 
lonel of Militia ? 

Aock, Yes, Sir. ” | | 

Roeb, And was not he High-Sheriff of the County laſt year # 

Mock. The very ſame, Sir. - | 

Roeb. The very ſame ; I'm of that Family. — And your Father dy 
about let me ſee 


L 


Stay, I-ſhall think 


Mock. About half a year ago. 
Roeeb. Exattly. By the ſame token you got drunk at a Hunting-match 
that very day ſeven-night he was burP'd. 


AMeock, This 


3B Love and a Bottle. 
Mock. This fellow's'a' Witch.—Bnt it looks very ſtrange that you 
ſhou'd_ be Chriſten'd this morning. Im ſure your Godfatkers had a 
plaguy deal to anſwer for, | 
Koeb, Oh, Sir, I'm of age to anſwer for my ſelf, 
_ Mock, One wou'd not think ſo, y're fo forgetful. 'Tis two and twen- 
ty years ſince I was Chriſten'd, .and I can. remember my name ſtill. 
Roch. Come, we'll take a Glaſs of Wine, and that will clear our un- 
derſtanding. We'll remember our friends. 

Mock. You muſt excuſe me, Sir. —This is ſome Sharper. ( Aſide. 
Rob. Nay, prithee Coulin, good Couſin Mockmode, one Glaſs. I 
know you are an honeſt fellow. We muſt remember our Relations in 

the Country indeed, Sir. | | 
Mock. Oh, Sir, you're ſo ſhort of memory, you can never call *em 
to mind. You have forgot your ſelf, Sir. /4orkmode is a Heathenjſh 
Name, Sir, and all that, Sir. And fo 1 beg your pardon, Sir, —(Exit 
Koeb. Now were I Lawyer enough, by that little enquiry into that 
=_—y Concerns, I cou'd bring in a falſe Deed to cheat him of his 
Eſtate. ; 


Enter Bruſh, 


Where the Devil is thy Maſter ? You ſaid I ſhou'd find him here. 
Bruſh. cer 4 gs for you, or me, or any body, to find him, 
Roeb. y £ | 

Bruſh. Becauſe he has loſt himfelf, The Devil has made a Juglers 
Ball of him I believe, He's here now; then Preſto, paſs in an inſtant. 
He has got ſome damn'd bus'neſs to day in hand, 

Roeb. Ay, ſoit ſeems.--I muſt be Squire Mockmode, and court an 
honourable Miſtreſs in the Devils name / Well, let my ſober thinkin 
Friend plot on, and lay Traps to catch Futurity ; Pm for holding f: 
the "preſent. — I have got about twenty Guinea's in my Pocket ; and 
whilſt they laſt, the Devil take George if he thinks of Futurity. I'll go 
hand in hand he yprrag | | 

She is an honeft, gi reeling Punk ;, 
My Head, her F065 turn = and ſo we both are drunk. (RnX 
_ reeling. 


The End of the Third ACT. 
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SCENE Lucinda's Hoſe. 


Enter Leanthe, and Pindreſs following with Paper of 
Sweetmeats in her hand. 


Pind. Ere, here, -Page ; your Lady has ſent; you ſome Sweet- 
meats.; but indeed you ſban't have *em| till yow hire me. 

Lean. She ſent ſower Sauce, when ſhe made'you the Bearer. (Aſide. 

Pind. Prithee now what makes you conſtantly ſo melancholy ? Come 
you muſt be merry, and ſhall be merry, Fll-get you ſome Play-things. 

Lean, \ believe you want Play-things more than I.— But I wou'd be 
private Pindreſs. : : 

Pindreſs. Well, my Child, I'll' be private with you; Boys and Girls 
ſhou'd ſtill be private together ; and we may be as retir'd as we pleaſe; 
for -my Miſtreſs is reading in her Cloſet, and all the Servants are be-: 
low, - But what Concerns have ycu ? I'm fare ſucha little Boy can have 
no great bus'nelſs in private. 

Lean. T will try thee for once (Aſide) — Yes, Mrs. P;udreſs, 1 have 
great inclination. - | 

Pin. To what? To do what, Sir ? = Don't name it: —Tis all in- 
vain. — you ſhan't do it, you need not ask it. | * 

Lean, Only to kiſs you. — : (Kiſſes her, 

Pen. Oh fie, Sir ! Indeed I'll none of your kiſſes. Take it back again 
( Kiſſes wt ) Is it not the taſte of the Sweet-meats very pretty about 
my Lips 

Yo, Oh hang your liquoriſh Chaps; you'd fain be licking your 
Lips, I find that. | | 

Pin. Indeed, Mr. Page, I won't pay you the Kiſles you won from 
me Hhſt night. at Croſs-purpoſes ; —and you ſhan't. think to keep my 
Pawn neither. — Pray give-me my Hungary-bottle.-—— As I hope to be 
ſav'd I will have my Hungary-bottle— (AXummaging him.)—Pm ſtronger 
than you, —Tl] carry you in, and throw you. upon the -bed, and take it 
from you, — | ( Takes him up in her Arms, 


.. Lean, Help! help ! I ſhall be raviſh'd! Help. help ! 


"Ws Ent er 
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Enter Lucinda. 


"Te. What's the matter ? — Oh bleſs me ! 

P:n, Oh dear Madam, this unlucky Boy had almoft ſpoiPd me. Did 
not your Ladiſhip hear me cry I ſhou'd be raviſh'd ? I was fo weak, 1 
cou'd not reſiſt the lictle ſtrong Rogue ; he whipt me up in his arms, 

like a Baby, and had not your Ladiſhip come in 
' Tac. What, Sirrah, wou'd you debauch my Maid ? you little Cock- 
Sparrow, mult you be Billing too ? I havea great mind'to make her 
w hip you Sircah, 

Pind. Oh dear, Madam, let me do't. Pll take him into the. Room 
' and I will fo chaſtiſe him. | | 

Luc. But do you think yowll be able, Pindreſs ? I'll ſend one of the 
Men to help you. 

Pind. No, no, Madam ; I cou'd manage him with one hand. 
See here, Madam. (Takes him jn her arms, and is running away. 

Luc. Hold, hold- — Is this you that the little ſtrong Rogue had al- 
moſt Raviſh'd ? He ſnatch'd you vp in his arms like a Baby.——Ah 
Pindreſs, Pindreſs | Iſee'yare very weak indeed. — Are not you aſham'd, 
Girl, to debauch my little Boy ? 

Pin, Your Ladyſhip gave me orders to make him merry, and divert his 
melancholy, and | know no better way than to teize him Aa little. Pm 
afraid the Boy is troubPd with the Rickets, and a little ſhaking, Ma- 
dam,. won'd do him ſome good. 

Lean. Pm tir'd with impertinence, and have. other bugneſs to mind. 

: : : pr (Aſide Extr. 

Pin, I hope your Ladyſhip entertains no il] opinion of my Yirtue. 

Luc. Truly I don't know what to think on't : but I've fo good an 
opionion of your ſenſe, as to believe you wow'd not play the fool with 
a Child. j 

Pind. Were all ſubje& to playing the fool, if. you continue your 
Reſolation in , marrying. of the firſt man that asks you the Queſtion. 

Luc, No, my mind's chang*d ; I'll never marry any Man. 

Pird. 1 dare. ſwear that reſolution breaks ſooner, than the former. 
( Aſide.) Ah Madam, Madam ! if you never believe Man again, you 
muſt never be Women again ; for tho? we are as cunning ;as Serpents, 
we are naturally as flexible too.' Speak ingenjouſly, Madam ; If Mr. 
Zovewelt ſhou'd with an amorous whine and ſuppliant cringe tell yoa 
" =" ſtory, contrary to what we ſuſped, wou'd you not believe 
him ? | 

Luc. What, believe his vain | aſſertations, before the demonſtration 
of.my ſenſes? No, no; my Love's not ſo blind. Did 1 not ſee his Miſs 
and his Child ? did I not behold him giving her Money ? did 1 not hear 
him declare he wou'd ſettle her in a Lodging ? 


— — 


Pin. But 


a 
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Pind. But, Madam, upon ſerious refletion, where's the great harm 


their Lovers ability. The Child ſeem'd a luſty chopping Boy ; and 


it. 

Luc, Urge no farther in his defence ; he's a Villain, and of all Vil- 
tains that I hate moſt, an hypocritical one. The Ladies give him the E- 
Pithet of modeſt, and the Gentlemen that of ſober Lovewelt. Now me- 
thinks ſuch a piece of Debauchery ſits ſo awkwardly on a perſon of 
his Character, that 1t adds an unſeemlineſs to the natural vileneſs of 
the Vice; and he that dares be a Hypocrite in Religion, will certain- 
ly be one in Love.—Stay, is not that he ? | (Pointing outwards. 

Pind. Yes, Madam ; 1 believe he's gding to the Park. 

Luc. Call a couple of Chairs| quickly ; we'll thither Maſqu'd. This 
day's adventures argue ſome intended Plot upon me, which I may coun- 
termine by only ſetting a Face upon the matter, (Puts ber 

| | Maſque on. 
For as Hypocrifie in men can move, 
Heres the beſt Aypocrite in Female Love. 
On even ſcores deſigning Heaven took care ;, 
Since Men falſe Hearts, that we falſe Faces wear. (Exit- 


SCENE the Park. 


Enter Lovewell aud Lyrick meeting ; Lyrick reading. 


Tl rack thy Reputation, blaſt thy Fame, 
And in ſtrong grinding Satyr Gibbet up thy Name. 

Lov, What, in a Rapture, Mr. Lyrick ? 

Lyr. A little Poetical fury, that*sall. —— 11 *Squire him ; PII draw 
his Character for the: Buffoon of a Farce; he ſhall be as famons._in 
Ballad as Robin Hood, *or Little Zohn ; my Muſes ſhall haunt him like De- 
| * mons ; they ſhall make him more ridiculous than Don Ou4xote. 

| Lov. Becauſe he encounter'd your Windmill-Pate.-- Ha, ha, ha.— 
Come, come, Mr. Lyrick, you mult be pacity'd. 

Lyr. Pacify'e, Sir ! Zoons, Sir, he's a Fool, has not a grain of ſenſe. 
Were he an ingenious Fellow, or a Man of Parts, I couw'd bear a 
kicking from him : But an abuſe from a Blockhead ! I can never ſuffer 


it. | 


Pert-Blockhead, who has purchasd by the Schoo! 
Tuſt ſenſe enough to make a noted Fool. 


That ſtigs, Mr. Lovenel.. 
G Low. Pray 


cg 
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tm all. this.? Moſt Ladies wou'd be over joy'd at ſuch a diſcovery of 


let me tell you, Madar, it muſt be a luſty chopping .Boy that got 
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Lov. Pray, Sir, let me ſee it. ; 
Lyr. This is imperfe&, Sir : But if you pleaſe to give your Judgmers 
of this Piece, ——— — [Gives bim a Pats. 
*Tisa Picce of Burleſque on ſome of our late Writings. | 
Lov. Ay, you Poets mount firſt on the Shoulders of your Predeceſ- 
ſors, to ſce farther in making Diſcoveries ; and having once got the up- 
per-hand, you ſpurn them under-foot. I think you ſhou'd bear a Vene- 
ration'to their very Aſhes. 
Lyr. Ay, it moſt of their Writings had been burnt. I declare, Mr. 
Lovewell, their Fame has only made them the more remarkably faulty : 
Their great Beauties only 1Vuſtrate their greating Errors, 
Lov. Well,you ſaw the newTragedy laſt night ; how did it pleaſe ye ? 
Lyr. Very well; it made me laugh heartily. 
Lov. What, laugh at a Tragedy ! j 
Lyr, 1 laughto ſee the Ladies cry, To ſee ſo:many weep at the Death 
£C of the fabulous Hero, who would but laugh if the Poet that made 
*em were hang'd? On my Conſcience, theſe Tragedies make the La- 
dics vent all their Love and Honour at their Eyes, when the ſame white 
Hankerchiet that blows their Noſes, muſt be a Winding-Sheet to the 
deceaſed Hero. 

Lov. Then there's ſomething. in the Handkerchief to embalm him, 
Mr. Lyrick, Ha, ha, ha. But what reliſh have you of Comedy ? 

Lyr. No ſatisfatory one—My curioſity is fore-ſtall'd by a fore-know- 
ledge of what ſhall happen. For as the Hero in Tragedy is either a 
whining cringing Fool that's always a ſtabbing himſelf, or a ranting 
he&toring Bully. that's for killing every-body elſe: ſo the Hero in 
Comedy is always the Poet's CharaCter, 

Lov. What's that ? Ko 

Lyr. A Compound 'of practical Rake, and ſpeculative Gentleman, who 
always bearsof the great Fortune in the Play, and Shams the Beau and 
*Squire with a Whore or Chambermaid ; and as the Cataſtrophe of all 
Tragcdies is Death, ſo the end of Comedies is Marriage. 

Lov. And ſome think that the moſt Tragical concluſion of the two, 

Lyr. And therefore my eyes are diverted by a better Comedy in the 
Andiense than that upon the Stage.-——— 1 have often wonder'd why 
Men ſhou'd be fonnd'of ſeeing Fools ill repreſented, when at the fame 
time and place they may behold the mighty Originals aCting their Parts 
to the Life in the Boxes.— - 

Lov. Oh be favourable to the Ladies, Mr. Lyrick, *tis your Intereſt. 
Beauty is the Deity of Poetry ; and if you rebel, youll certainly run 
the Fate of your firſt Parent, the Devil. - 

Lice, Yowre out, Sir. Beauty is a merciful Deity, and allows us ſomes 
times to be a little Atheiſtical ; and *tis ſo indulgent to Wit, that it is 
pleas'd with it, tho? in the worit habit, that of Satyr. Beſides, there 

_ Can appear no greater Argument of our Eſteem, than Raillery, becauſe 
"tis 
% 
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'tis ſtill founded upon Jealovſie z occaſinn'd by their preferring ſenſe- 
leſs Fops and Wealthy Fools to Men'of Wit and Merit, the great Up- 
holders of the Empire. WE 

Lov. Now I think theſe Favourites of the Ladies are more Witty than 

on. | 
; Lyr. How ſd, pray, Sir ? | | | 

Lov. Becauſe they play the Fool, ;confcious that it will pleaſe ; and 
you're a Wit, when ſenſible that Coxcombs only are encourag'd.” I 
wonder, Mr. Lyrick, that a man of your ſenſe ſhould turn Poet ; you'll 
hardly ever find a Man that is capable of the Imployment will under- 
take it, | | | 

Lyr. The reaſon of that is, every one that knows not a tittle of the 
matter pretends to be a judge of it, — By the Lard, Mr, Lovewel, 1 
put the Criticks next to Plague, Peſtilence and Famine in my Litany .-— 
Had you ſeen?em laſt night in the Pit, with ſach demure ſupercili- 
ons Faces -— their contemplative Wigs thruſt judicioufly backwards ; 
their hands rubbing their Temples to chaff ill nature ; and with a 
hiſſing venomous Tongue pronouncing - Piſh Stuff! Intollerable ! 
Damn him !---- Lord have mercy upon us. 

Lov. Ay, and you ſhall have others as fooliſh as they are ill-natur'd ; 
fond of being thought Wits, who ſhall laugh outragioufly at every 
ſmutty Jeſt ; cry, Very. well, by Gad; -that's fine, by Heavens ; and 
if a Dyſtich of Rhime happens, they clap ſo damnably loud, that they 
drown the Jeſt. | 

Lyr. That's the Jeſt. The Wit lies in their hands 3 and if you 
would tell a. Poet his Fortune, you muſt gather it from the Palmift- 
ry of the Audience ;.for as nothing's ill ſaid, but what's ill taken : 
ſo nothing's well faid, but what's well taken. And betweeen you and 
IT, Mr. Lovewell, Poetry without theſe laughing Fools, were a Bell 
without a Clapper ; an empty ſounding bugneſs, good for nothing ; 
and all we Profeſftors might go hang our ſelves in the Bell-ropes. 

Lov. Ha, ha, ha. But I thought Poetry was inſtruftive. 

 Lyr. Oh Gad forgive me, that's trues To Ladies it is morally bene- 
ficial ; For you muſt know they are too nice to read Sermons ; ſuch 
Inſtructions are too groſs for their refin'd apprehenſions : but any 
Precepts that may be inſtill'd by eaſie Numbers, ſuch as of Rocheſter, 
and others, make great Converts. Then they hate to hear a fellow 
in Church preach methodical Nonſenſe, with a Fi-//ly, Secondly, and 
Thirdly ; but they take up with ſome of our modern” Plays in their 


Cloſet, where the Morallity muſt be Deviliſh Inſtru&ive. But I 
muſt be gone ; here comes the *Squire, What in the name of wonder 
has he got with him ? 


Zov. That which ſhall afford you a more plentiful Revenge than 
your Lampoon, if you joyn with me in the Plot. - To the better ef- 


feting of which, you muſt be _ reconcil'd tc him, 
| 'G 2 | 


It's 


—— —  — ————————— 
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Let's ſtep aſide, and obſerve *em white I give you a hint of the matter; 


[Exeunt between the Scenes, and ſeem to confer and hearken, . 


Enttrr Mockmode, leading Trudge dreſ?d like a Widow. 


Azeck. This is/very fine Weather, bleſſed Weather indeed, Madam - 
"twill do abundance of good to the Graſs and Corn. 
-Trud. Ay, Sir, the Days are grown a great length; and I think 
the Weather much better here than in Jrelard. 
Mock. Why, Madam, were you ever there ? 
Trad, Oh no, not 1 indeed, Sir ; but 1 have heard my firſt Husband 


(Reſt his Soul) ſay ſo ; he was an Jr; Gentlemen, 


Mock. I find, Madam, you have lov'd your firſt Husband mightily, for 


you affe& his tone in diſcourſe. Pray, Madam, what did that 


Mourning coſt a Yard ?- ; 

Trud. Oh Lard, what ſhall 1 fay now ? *tis none of mine. (Afide. 
It coſt, Sir ; let me ſe it coſt about -— but it was my Steward 
bought it for. me, I never buy ſuch ſmall things, 

Mock, By the Univerſe ſhe mult be plaguy Rich ; I will be brisk: 
(Afide.) Pray, Madam — I——1 pray Madam, will you give usa Song ? 

Trud, A Song. Indeed then I had a good voice before, Mr. Roebuck 
ſpoil'd it. | 

Mock. Mr. Roebuck ? was that your firſt Husband's Name, Madam ? 

ELov. behind.) She'll ſpoil all. 

Trud. No, Sir ; Roebuck was a Doctor, that let me blood under the 
Tongue for the Quinſey, and made me hoarſe ever ſince. | 

Mock: By the Univerſe ſhe's a Widow, and I will bea little brisk. 
Madam, will you grant me a ſmall favour, and I will bend upon my 
knees to receive it. (Kneels, 

Trud, What is, pray ? 

Atock, Only to take off your Garter. 


Lovewell Ernrey-, 


Zoons, her thick Leg will diſcoverall. —- By your leave, Sir, have 
you any pretenſions to this Lady ? [Puſhes Mockmode down. 

Azock. 1 don't know whether this be an affront or not.—( Aſide.) — 
Pretenſions, Sir ? I have ſo great a Veneration for the Lady, that I ho- 
nour any man that has pretenſions to her. Dem me, Sir, may 
1 crave the honour of your Acquaintance ? 

Lov, No, Sir. 

Mock. No, Sir I gad that muſt be Wit, for it can't he good Man- 
ners.” —— Sir, I] reſpeQ all men of ſenſe, and wou'd therefore beg 
to know your Name, | 


Lov, No 


Love and a Bolle. 


45 

Lov. No matter, Sir ; 1 know your Name's Mecknode. | 

Mock. By the Univerſe, that's very Comical ! that a fellow ſhou'd 
pretend to tell me my own Name ! ——-. Another Queſtion, if you 
pleaſe, Sir. | | | 

Lov. What is it, Sir ? | 

Mock. Pray Sir, what's my Chriſten'd Name ? | 

Lov. Sir, you don't. know. 

Mock. Zauns, Sir, wou'd you perſwade me out of my Chriſten'd 
Name ? I'll lay you a Guinea that 1 do know, by the Univerſe.— 
(Pulls a handful of Money out.) Here's Silver, Sir, here's Silver, Sir ; 
I can commandas much Money as another, Sir , I am at Age, Sir, and 
[ won'tjbe bantered. Sir. . 

Lov. Sir, you muſt know, that I baptize you Rival; for your Love 
to this Lady, is the only ſign of Chriſtianity you can boaſt of. 

And now Sir, my name's Lovewell. | 

Mock. Then | ſay, Sir, that your Love to that Lady is the only 
ſign of a Turk you can brag of.*-—I wiſh Clab were come, (Afiae. 

Lov. Sir, I ſhall certainly Eircumciſe you, if you make any farther 
pretenſions to Madam Lucinda here, 

Mock. Circumciſe me ! Cireumciſe a Puddings end, Sir.—Zauns, Sir 
I'll be judg'd by the Lady who merits Circumciſſion moſt, you or 1, 
Sir, Theſe London-Blades are all ſtark mad ; -— Lucinda enters, and ob- * 
I met one about two hours ago, that had forgot a po rack nas, 
his Name, and this fellow wou'd perſwade me now that I had forgot 
mine. Mr. Lyrick is the only*man that ſpeaks plain to me. I muſt be 
Friends with him, becauſe I find I may have occalion for ſuch a Friend ; . 
I'll find him out ſtrait. (Exit. | 
| Lov. Madam, will you walk. CExi: wich Trudge. 


Lucinda and Pindreſs come forward. 


Luc. Now my doubts are remov'd. 

Fin, Mine are-more puzzling, There muſt be ſomething ia this, more 
than we imagine, You had beſt talk to him, | | 

Luc. Yes, if my Tongne bore Poyſon in it, and that I could ſpit 
Death in his face. | 

Pin. If he is loft, your hard uſage | this morning has occaſion'd it. 

Luc. I'm glad on't; I've gain'd by the loſs, 1 deſpiſe him more now 
than e're I lov d him, That Paſſion which can ſtoop ſo low as tha 
Blowze, is an Obje&t too mean for any thing but my ſcorn to level 
at. | 

P;z, This were a critical minute for your new Lover the "Squire I 
fancy ; Mr, Lovewel's diſgrace wou'd bring him into favour prefently. 


TZuc. It 
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Lov. 1t' certainly ſhall, if he be not as great a Fool as Yother's falſe. 
Pin. You may be miſtaken in your opinion of him, as nuch as you 


% 


have bcen in Mr. Zovewell. 
Luc. No, Pinareſs, 1 ſhall find what I read in the laſt Miſcellanies 
| very true. _ ; 
ij But two diſtinftions their whole Sex does part 
; | Alt Fools by Nature, or all Rogues by Art. 


| SCENE continues. 


Enter ſeveral Maſ;ues croſſing the Stage, and Roebuck following- 


Roeb. *Sdeath ! what a Coney-burrough's here ! The Trade goes ſwim- 
ingly on. This is the great Empory of Lewdneſs, as the Change is of 
Knavery.,—— The Merchants cheat the World there, and their Wives 
gull them here. -- I begin to think Whoring Scandalous, *tis grown 

| fo Mechanical. -— My modeſty will do me no good, I fear.--—— Mg- 
dam, are you a Whore? 

1 Maſ. Yes, Sir. | [Catches a Maſque. 

Roeb. Short and pitty. If ever Woman ſpoke truth, 1 belieye 
thou haſt. | 


| [Second Maſque pulls him by the Elbow, 
Have you any bugneſs with me, Madam ? 

2 Maf. Pray, Sir be civil ; you're miſtake, Sir. —1 have had an 
Eye upon this fellow all this afternoon. (4fide.) you're miſtaken, Sir. 

Koeb. Very likely, Madam; for I imagin'd you modeſt, 

2 Maſ. Solam, for Pm marry'd. 

Roeb. And marry'd to your forrow, I warrant yon / 

2 Maf. Yes, upon my Honour, Sir. | 

Roch. 1 knew it. I have met above a dozen this Evening, all marry'd 
to their Sorrow. Then I ſuppoſe you'rea Citizen's Wife ; and by 


the broadneſs of your bottom, I ſhou'd geuſs you fat very much behind 
a Counter. - 


2 af. My Husband's no Mercer, he's a Judge. 

Rocb. Zoons! A Judge! I ſhall be arraign'd at the Bar for keeping 
on my Hatſo long. —' Tis very hard, Madam, he ſhouw'd not do you 
Juſtice : Has not he an Eſtate in Tail, Madam ? | 

2 Maſf. I ſeldom examine his Papers ; They are a parcel of old dry 
ſhrver'd Parchments ; and this Court- hand is ſo deviliſh crabbed, 1 cawt 
endure it, 

Roch. Umph /—Then I ſuppoſe, Madam, you want a young Law- 
yer to put your Caſe to, But faith, Madam, I'm a Judge too. | 

2 Maſ. Oh Heav'ns forbid ! ſuch a young Man? + 

Roeb, That's, Il do nothing without a Bribe, - Pray, Madam, how 
does that Watch ſtrike ? 


2 Mal. 
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2 Maf. It never ſtrikes, it only points to the buſineſs, as you muſt 
do, without telling Tales. Dare you meet me two hours hence ? 

Roeb. Ay, Madam, but I ſhall never hit the time exactly without a 
Watch. | | 

2 Maſ. Well, take it. —At Ten exattly, at the Fountain in the 
Aiddle Temple. Cook upon Littleton be the word, (Exit. 

Roch. SO If the Law be all ſach Volumes as thou, Mercy on 
the poor Students. From Cook wpor Littleton in Sheets deliver me. 


Enter Lovewell. 


Lov. What! engag?d Mirmydon! 1 find youll never quit the Battle 
till you have crack'd a Pike in the Service. ; 

Roeb., Oh dear friend ! thowrt critically come to my Relief, for faith 
Pm almoſt tir'd. 

Lov, What a miſerable Creature is a Whore ! whom every Fool 
dares pretend to love, and every Wiſe Man hates. 

Rocb. What, morallizing again ! Oh PI'1l tell thee News, Man; 1 
enter'd in the Inns, by the Lard. 


7 
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Lov. Pſhaw ! ; | 
Roch. Nay, if you won't believe me, ſee my Note of admiſſion. [ ſhews 
Lov. A Gold Watch, boy ? the Watch. 


Rocb. Ay, a Gold Watch, boy, 

Lov. Whence had you money to bny it ? | 

Roeb. 1 took it vpon tick, and I deſign to. pay honeſtly. 

Lov. F don't like this running o'th' Score. — But what News from 
Lucinda, boy ? Is ſhe kind ? ha ? | 


Enter a Maſque croſſing the Stage. 
Roeb. Ha ! there's a ſtately Cruiſer ; 1 mnſt give her one chaſe. — ll! 


tell you when I return. ( Exit running. 

Lov, I find he has been at aloſs there, which occaſions his eagerneſs 
for the Game here. I begs to repent me of ny ſuſpicion ; I belieye 
her Vertue ſo ſacred that ?tis a piece of Atheiſm to diſtruſt its. Exi- 
ſtence.. But jealouſie in Love, like the Devil in Religion, is ſtill raiſing, 
doubts which without a firm Faith in what we adore, will certainly - 
damn us. 

Enter a Porter. 


Por. Is your name Mr. Roebuck, Sir ? | 
Lov. What wou'd you have with Mr. Roebuck, Sir ? 
Por.. 1 have a ſmall Note for him, Sir. 

Lov. Let me ſee't, ;! | 

Por. Ay, Sir, ifyour'name be Mr. Roebuck, Sir. 
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Lov. My Name is Roebuck, Blockhead. 
Por. God bleſs you, maſter. [Gives bim a Letter, and Exit. 
Lov. This 1s ſome tawdry Billet, with a ſcrawling Adieu at the 
end on't. Theſe ſtrolling Jades know a young wholeſome fellow new- 
ly come to Town, as well as a Parſons Wife does a fat Gooſe, *Tis 
certainly ſome ſecret, and therefore ſhall be known. (Opens the Letter. 


"— ow _ | T uejday three a Clock. 


M' behaviour towards you this morning was ſomewhat ſtrange ;, but 1 
. ſhall tell you the cauſe of it, if you meet me at Ten this night in 
our Garaen ;, the Back-door ſhall be open. 
Yours Lucinda. 


Oh Heavens ! certainly it can't be! Z,U, C, LN, D, A; that ſpells 
Woman. *'Twas never written ſo plain before. Roebuck, thou'rt as . 

. true an Oracle, as ſhe's a falſe one. Oh thou damn'd Sybil ! 1 have 

T , courted thee theſe three years, and cou'd never obtain aboye a Kiſs of the 

hand, andthis fellow in an hour or two has obtain'd the back door open. 

Mr. Recbuck, ſince 1 have diſcover'd ſome of your Secrets, I'll make 
bold to open ſome more of *em. ———But how ſhall 1 ſhake him off 2 

-—- Oh, I haveit; FI ſeek him inſtantly. (Exit. 


Enter Roebuck azeetting the Porter. 


Ty. 8 Roeb, Here, you Sir, have you a Note for one Roebuck ? 
= -* % Por. I had, Sir; but I gave it to him juſt now. 
_ © Roeb. You lie, Sirrah, I am the Man. 
UE Por. 1 an't poſitive 1 gave it to the right perſon ; but Pm very 
1} _ I did; for he anſwer'd the Deſcription the Page gave to a T, 
if ir, 
| Rocbay Twas well 1 met that Page, Dog, or now ſhou'd 1 cut thy 
Throat, Raſcal. 
Por. Bleſs your Worſhip, Noble Sir. ;  CEake- 
Roeb. At Ten, in the Garden ! the back-door open ! —— Oh the de- 
| licious place and hour! ſoft panting breaſts ! trembling Joynts// melt- 
ing Sighs ! and. cager Embraces ! Oh Extaſie ! — But how to 
| ſhake off Lovewell ?—This is his nicely Vertuous ! Ha, ha, ha, — 
1 This is his innate Principle of Vertue ? Ha, ha, ha. 
| 


Enter Lovewell. 


Lov. How now why ſo merry ? 
Roeb. Merry ! why, "twou'd make a Dog ſplit, Man ; Ha, ha, ha, — 
The Watch Sir, the Watch ; Ha, ha, ha. | 
Lov, What 


'- To WO Boitl. 


th a7 by and; by ſure. . 


Fee. Lawyer: — Shou'd F ever .be- re . this Jodge, how 1 ſhou'd 
Lgh,: to- ſee how- gravely his Gooſe-Caps 
Ha, ha, ha. 


— 


upon, 'a -pair of. Horns, 


Note juſt now.” 
Roch. 'A Note l death, what Note ! what dye mesa ? uho wrought 
it ? M 
Lov. A Gentleman + ; tis. a Challenge. | 
Roch, Oh, thanks to the Stars 3 Pm glad owt.” (Afide. 
Lov ' And. you -may be {1 ally . viceable .to me in _this aff.ir,- I 
can give you no greater teſtimony of ws AﬀeRion, than by making. ſo 
free with you: 


this 1 impertinence. 

2Lov. There's:more than chat;*Eriend., In theKicſt place, I don't 
underſtand a'Sword ; and again,. 1 mo" be call'd-to the Bar 'this Term 
and ſuch a- buſineſs "might prejudice me exttearhily. So, Sir, you muſt 
meet and fight for me. y 

Roch; Faith,” Lovewell, I ſhan't ſtick Seats" Throat for my Friend 
at any time, ſo I may do it fairly, or ſo, -—— The hour and place d- 

Lov.” This very Evening, in Moor fi 

Roth, Umph ! How will you em your ſclf. the while 7 : 

Lov, VII follow fon at a diſtang oſt you have any foul play. 

"0 Which if you do. A* - No, faith eFm to auf 
an appointmentfor you, you mi make good an aſſigna by me.” 
to meet one of your Ladies at*the.. Fountain inthe 1 to. nigh 
You 'may/be calledato the Bar there, 'if Yow-will.” | 
tell you the Hour, and ſhall be gy: aſs-port. 


Low; Oh, was that the "Jeſt? ha, ha, = 
an Aſſignation for you fifre 'enough. ' Ba, ba, ha.” = Hou | 
does the Fog to:have his/Throat cut? we ,2. (4þ 


Roeb. How: 2ager now does my moral Friend run tn the Devil, ha- 
ving 6: hop 5f-Profit in the Wind ? have ſhabb'd him off purely.—— 
But prithee, Ned, where had you? th fine Jewel? G 4 ewang one 

| to the. Watch. 


Lov. Pſhaw } a Trifle, a Trifle ; "om a Miſtreſs, —=- - Take care 
on't tho', But hark ye, Goerge 3 don't puſh too home ; have' care of 


whipping through the Guts: 
Roeb. Gad Fm afraid one 
henry Wes or 
be ſo-re» . 
_  memver 


th of us may fall. But a 
nt, and are therefore « 
dverſary ET” the Lun 


remember you ſent "the on th 
all mifchief; if I. do whip my 


OTE 49 
tn: What of th Watch? you laugh "by the honr ; -youll be tit 
"Robb, Ay," but 1, all; be wonnd vp up again. This Watch 1 bad'for = 


Lov Thou'rt Horn-mad. Prithee leave impertinence. 1 receipt C 


Roch. What needs all this formally z on be thy ſecond, without all 


ho "F; 


D 


T 


Rs 


Ly fs 


I 


HY = = . > 2 
Zov. That you're'an Afs. > CExetmt ſeveralh, lanbging 
Re-Emer Lovewell crofſin ne the Stage | haſtily, Mockmede and 
Lyri Jonny him. : 
Lyr. Mr. Lovew Lownrh a word: ra 
Ton. Le | it, be ort, Pray Sir,afor' of beynch i 15 urgent, and” tis al-. 
moſt dark. 
- on Im cit to the /Squire, and want only the Preſentmeng of 
Copy of Verſes, to ingratiate my. ſelf wholly throughly. Let -me- 
hare that piece I lent juſt now, oe | 
Lovs. AY, ays withal my heart: LHere,—Farewell Pull; the Poem 
*%5. wy oak out a Letter with it, which 
takes 


Lyr. Now, Sir here's a Pog, (which | =rt 1 to. the way. of 0s: 


Porte) I fay was written. at fifteen ;. but between you. and 1 it * Was I made 


at five- and-twenty.. 
_ Five ns Yo—_When is a Poet at Age, pray Sir ? 


it of his firſt Bly; for he's never a*Mat till: 


In at of difcretign 
| - IL na” 
_ your Guardi 
who with their good will, wou'd never let us: 


bt what have you. got, there ? 


s ſeldom or never.. 


= 
# [| v 
> 4 Þ 
4 fl 
iu. 
-deux 


ie; erfe, I. dowt tis a Woman's hand ; ſome 
| Lſoppole it juſtPd ont of Lovenet s Pocket. We'll tothe 
mea Light, and. read LE: * 4: (Exeunts | 


SCENE 4 dark Arbor in Lucindh Garden- 
Enter Roebuck. Solws. 


—_- 


Reeb. Oh how. 1 qoxgrevce a dack- -dore half 0 open, half ſhut /*Tis the 
narrow Gate to the Lovers Paradice ; Cupid ntry at the en- 


5, Love was the Word, and he jet n paſs— Now is my friend 
: for. Life ;- he has a; puzzung, Caſe. to manage. Ten to ong-he's 


ned. ! have. gull Lia Sicly, "* 


A Pratiea We "VIEn | Enter 15v. 


Lov: I've ia; thanks towy Ep | 
(2 po pes he end a preſent Now 1s Roebuck gazing, or 1 
ng about for a Fellow. wi ſword; and 1 : 
ing humour will be as mad to b by an Enem) 
Roeb. Hark, hark! nn ae. -it muſt be ſhe... 
Zov. True to thetouch, 1 find. Ki you, auph "2 


Roeb. Yes, my ; 
ace re in. my heart. "IS 


Lov. Let me 
Roeb. Come to my Arms. 


| Lov. *Slife ! | a Man! | 
Red. *Sdeath ! a Devil1— And mert "thbn a Liga, here's a Wand 
ſhou'd conjure thee down —— (Draws. 
of* We ſhould find whoſe Charms i is ſtrongeſt. (Draws, 


puſh by one another ;, Roebuck paſſes out at the 
& door © and as Lovewell 55 paſſing ous on ak. 


ther fide of the Stage. 


-. Enter Leanthe, , « : 
Lean, Mr. Roebuck * ? Sir? Mr. Reobuck ? ['Vith a 
©  « Noghr<Gomn over bis Cloaths. 
- * Lov: aſe, SA Woman' Q Voice, PU ſear. _—_ dam ? oo 


Lean. Sir, 
Lov, Come, my dear Lnc;iis ; I've ſaid a little too long ; but ma- 
king an Apology. novv ' were only i enzthening the offence: «et's into 


the Arbor, and make up for the 

Lean. Hold, Sir. . Do. you. ic 
ing into the Arþor ? OM: 

Lov. Yes, by all that's powerful. | ON 

Lean. Falſe,” falſe Roebuck ! —- ( Afide. )— 1am loſt, a 

Lov. Madam, do you love this Roebuck, that you open'd the Garden 
door to ſo late ? 

Lean. I'm afraid I do too- well. 

ip. ang. you never own an affc@ion to another ? 

| »-all thoſe Powers you juſt now mention'd. 


moments miſpent. 
- this Lncinda, ue re ſo fond of haul- : 


} r ſelves, ye Heavens. Behold in me your Accuſer 
and your Jools. Betiold Lovewell injur'd Lovew:ll,—— This darkneſs, 
- wn opportunely hides your bluſhes, makes, your ſhame more Mon- 

rous 

Lean. "Ha ! Lovewell | I'm vex'd 'tis he, but glad to be miſtaken; 
— Now Female Policy aſſiſt” me. 

Lov. Yes, Madam, your Mee prolaims you Guilty 
Woman. 


Farewell 


__ x: Lean. Ha, 


| Cor ter oitifte ond: 'the PE Teatro 43 "ia 
Ab, Sir; 1" . Mr. "Ecker better at diſcovering . a Man oh a; 
., Woman in tha dark, than 

Lov. This diſcovery is Mp greateſt Riddle !—Prithee; Child, what: 
moſes thee diſguis'd ? ? But abore all, what meant that Letter to. Roe-- 
buck f © 


P 
Lean, Then 1 find you, intercepted it.=Why, Sir, my Lady. had a- 
mind to”: a trick upon the impudent Fellow, made him 0 Aſſig- 
nation, and ſent me-in her ſtead, to him, But when 1 tell /her- 
how you. fell into the [_ 2nd. how, jealous you were. Ha, ha,. 


ve !'was that the matter ?— LHurs ber] 
Ir , L believe thou _ "RY Weg | 
nt ncountred Juſt now 2... | 


a —— 


oy 


Lean, A Man) *Fas certainly, Roebuck. (4 fide FE Some as :the Foots 
nay 


men, I ſuppoſe —— Come, , I nfuſt you out immediate» 


ly, leffome more of *em-meet you ca him tothe door, andreturns.. 
He certainly was here, and I have mils him. 


Fortune delights with Innocence to-play 

And Love's to hoodwink thoſe already blind. 

Warydeceic can many: by-ways. tread, 

To ſhun,the blocks in Vertues open Road, 

Whilſt heedlefs Innocence ſtill-falls on Ruin 

Yet, whilſt by Love inſpir'd, I will porſue ; 

What Men by Courage, we by Love.can do. 

Nor even his'falſhood ſhall my.Claim remove ; 

From mutual Fires none can true paſſion prove 3 
For/liketo like,. is Gratitude, not Love,, "WW 


"The End of the Third A CT. 


Emer Rotbuck groping bi way. 
pajeam 1 thrown ?: 


As Props and Beauties to the Female Cauſe ; 

But now lic proſtitute to ſcorwand ſport. 

Man, made our Monarch, is a*Fyrant grown, 

And Woman-kind muſt bear a ſecond Fall. | | 
Rob. (Afide.;) Ay, and a. third too, or Pm miſtaken; 

divert this plaguy Romantick humour. | . 
Luc, While Vertue'guided Peace, and Hanour War, 

Their Fruits and Spoils were ym made to Love. 


Roeb, And *tis fo ſtill ; for (Raiſing his Voice.) 


I muſt? 


Beau with earlieſt Cherries Miſs does grace, 

And Soldier offe 1s fpoils of Flanders Lace. 
Luc, Ha /—Prote&t me Heay*ns! what art thou ? 
Rocb. A Man, Madam.” | 


Luc. What accurſed Spirit has driven you hitherto ? 
Roeb. The Spirit of Fleſh and Blood, Madam. 

Luc. Sir, what Encouragement have you ever receiyed to prompt you 
» | s to this Impudence ? _ © | | F...* 
Roeb. Umph ! 1 muſt not own the reception of a Note from wg” - - 


þ,*. T 


_ 


- 


Come, —_ am, all.things are laid to "oft that 
ure, whole Nature favours us ; the kind indulg 


4 R 


! EE nog 
pdeleres it co Chance, Fortune , 
$* But here | am, and 


| ce. Fi Bd [Taking ber by the G 
| (Pulling ber hand” 5 16 A Geatleman, = a; Eomonat ay 
cane on withdraw ; If a Ruffian, -my Footmen ſhall difpoſe of /you. 
wile Madam, - I'm a Gentleman ; I kavw to obj Lady, 
and how to ſave ber Reputation. M y Love and ur go link'd to- 
they are my Principles : and if yowll be my Second,” "well en- . 


Sir; the name of Loye/and Honour'are burleſqegd by 
thy Protein g 'em-” ' Thy Love js Impudence,* and thy Honour a Cheat. - 
Thy Mien and Habit ſhew thee a Gentleman? but thy behaviour is Bru- 
tal. Thou art a Centaur e part Man, and the other Beaſt. 
Roeb. Philoſophy in Fon wonder Women wear the ere 
aſide.) and, Madam, you are a 1- eſs ; only one part Wo 
-- ore Angel; and'r us divided? dairmmy Love and Adoration. "s 
Lac. Ho urable Love is the Parent of mankind ; ' but thine is the 
Corruptor and. Debaſer of it. The 'Paſſion of you Libertines is 
like your- Drunkeneſs ; | heat- of Luſt, as. +: is of Wine, and off 
with the next Parry 
iRoeb. No, aaa an Hair of the ſathe — 


is my Receipt—— 
Wii] diſturb our 
Bat. Stars. that di- 
reted me hither, wink at what we are about. Twere Jilting of 
Fortune to be now idie , and ſhe, like a tr Woman, once baulk'd, ne- 
ver affords a ſecond opportunity.- — PII. put out the Candle, the 
Torch of 'Love ſhall light ns to Bed, 
" Luc, To Bed, Sir! Thou haſt Impudence enough to draw thy Ra- 
'tionality in Queſtion. Whence proceeds it ? From a vain thought of 
thy own Graces, or an opinion of my Vertue ? - if from the lat- 
ter, know that I am-a Woman,” whoſe modeſty dare nat doubt my - 
Vertuc 3 yer haye ſo much Pride to ſupport it, hat 
of thy whole Sex at my foet ſhou'd not; exto 0 
from me. 

Roeb. ' Your thoughts may be as modeſt as you pleaſe, . Madam. 
You ſhall be as Vertaous to morrow morging as.<: L $5 a Nun in 
the opinion of the World' ſhall proclaim; you: ſuch,*and*that's 
reſt Charter the moſt . rigid Vertue in Engl 
has no Eyes noto fee, nor have I a Tongw 
vp my Lips for ever, CSIR: * 

GW rThat vucharitable. Cenſure of. Vo ne 
thy | 


nd is eld by The 'Ni#ht - 
Cc 1: One "kiſs ſhall ſal 


argues the meancſs of 


nyerfarion. © T7” + Fs S...4f 
"Fed. Her f:periour Vertne awes-me into > @idorks 'Slife! it can't M 
he Twelve ſur cnnmight $ aLyar. -**".. (Draws out his Watch. 


Lu Sir, 


SP if. jou oh. ES 


ae my Hr oe arc ure TPaſorg b 
Pray, Sir let me ecthat Jewel,” - vor, ſhe perc 
'd ro the Watch. 

'Roeb, By Heavens ſhe has a wind to?t Otis "tis. at) Toe Nyic 

with all m gy op 
not my Vertne by ſo poor a ,t LOT ne 
= direaty; an s youre a Gentleman, to what 1 now I aSkis. ; "hence | 
you 


Rock Lexchanged Watches with 2 Gulemas! oF ha& this Jewel 
into the bargain. He valwd it not, *twas a Trifle.,from 9. Miſtreſs. 

Lac. A Trifle ſaidhe? ----- Oh Indignation ! flighte?, thus /=—1'} 
put a Jewel out of his power, that” "he would pawit his Soul to re- 
trieve. If you be a Gentleman, .$ir,-w Gratitude can work 
up to Love, or a 7 Yertuods Wife recla PI make-you a large return 
for that Trifle. 

Reocb. Hey-day } a Wife faid ſhe ! 

Luc. "What's your Name, Sir ? and of what Country 279 

Roeb. My Naine's Roebuck, Madam, 

Luc; Roebuck. 

Roeb. *Sdeath'!' orgy my Jutrutions.-— aqpiwrods, Madam. —— 


Roebuck Moc Name, and -name. 

Luc. Moch 3 Squire ! it can't be ! But if it ſhou'd, Pre made: 
- the better 'Exchange. ——Of what Family are you, Sir 2 

Rbch. Of Mackmode-Hall i Shropſbire, wig ja My Father's. lately 2 
dead; I came lately from the Univerſity ; 3 I have fifteen. hundred! A- 


cers of as & pod Sebting « Ground as any in England.-—'T was lacky. £ 
(Afrae.. 


met that. Block ay 
Lye. The very ſame. Andhad you anydireQtions to couat- a Lady, 
in London. 


Roeb, Umph? How ſhou 'd 1 have found the way hither ><} 


Madam. What tl Devil will on con: to ? <G 
Lnc. My  Fool,thagy# dream I find. a petty Gentleman, =— 
Dreams go by contraries Wal, Sir, 1 am the Lady ;and if 
your Deſigns are Honour: ble, Pm yours, take a/turn in the Garden, 
el} 1-1 aplain, ou muſt take me. immediately, for if 
cool; Fm loiFfor ayers” © (Exit. . 
Roeb. 1 think:Tam_ become a Rd fober Shropſhire Gentleman” in I 
- earneſt, Tort [tart- at. t ofa Parſon. Oh Fore. 
tune / Fortune? , at art thou oh Tf thou and my Friend will” 
throw- me into the arawiaf a fine 4.4 and - gfeat Fortune, how- 


the, Devil can I help it Oh” but, .. Zoons, there's: Marriage FT Ay... 
but theres Money. — Ok but there: are Children ;  ellne. 
Children: Ay. but then there are- Fickers and: Small-Pox, which: -mer- 

haps: may carry, them all away.——— Oh but there's Horns ! Horns !* 


AF 


_ 
. 


Txve ER OM a 
to” Heayeri, ' for. ng bot reaſonable, fince. all 
naw fn that all Cuckolds. ſhould :go-thither. 
7 F PR df nes Res! That ET TY loyg bers _itanks, 'Hea- 
ove. her. to that: degree.—.'-— Ww whine ently. 
1 15ve 'her:as well 'as any Woman ; and what can ſhe expel ors? 
© ©, cave x Gros a Lover'sChain a hundred Miles. by Land: d..; 
. _ 'Water.———F6rtune has d I TO 
p - \Sqlead on, b blind Guide, 1 follow.thee; and when' % "Blind Ic lead: the 
blind, no wonder they both fall into - Matrimony, » 
1 (Gown out, , meets Lathe: 
fpicious little -2ercury ! Tet me kis thee, -——- Go tell 
h — Caring Miſtreſs. I obey her Commands. | (Exit. 
BY - Emer Leanthe. 
Lear, Yer Commants! "Oh Heavens / 1 muſt follow bi. (going. 
© Lac, Page, Page. Ig 
Lean, Oh my curs'd Fortone ! baulk'd Madam. 
$i Zuc, Gall my Chaplain ; I'm tobe marri pr 
[1 - Lean. Married ſo ſuddenly ! To whom, pray Madam ? 
1! =; Sue. To the Gentleman you met going: hence juſt now. 
Lean, Oh Heayens-! your Ladiſhipis not in earneſt,” Madam ? - 
Wit Luc. W bt Macrimoo) wy be made a. Jeſt of "4a be imperti- 
(i 4 'P | nent, Boy > cM 7; —_ 


inſtantly. 

\ (i, HR a Wy What all 1 do? Oh, Madam, (olpend 
\- "th for Heaven's ſake. Mr. 1 ouewel! i is inthe ouſe;-1-met him not 
| WE. | half -an hour ago; and he will certainÞ kill the ent! man, and per- 

| | haps harm your. Ladyſhip. wn, 

R © Luc:-Lovewell in my houſe / How came he hither 2» 
Lean, know not, Madam, I ſaw him; and talk'd fo him ; he had 
his Sword —_ and he rhreatned every body. Pray wy” to night, 


No, Im'reſolv'd ; and FIL prevent his diſcoveri 
«ion a "a fir wy your Cloaths, and order Pjndreſsto.car 
£0 the Gentlethan | cli Garden, anddi 
Arbor, in the We Cotner, and ſend 


ing us . Pi] put 
to carry herÞ af -Gown 
h m-£ In me in the, Jower 


a 


For I am loſt, Thus long Than been 1 AC Pd... 

, On thy tormenting Wheelyand : now:my- Hear 
; Diſcovering who I amijexpoles me'co ſhame, ©: 

&. Tipo whaton Earth can.he P. me? "*." * "þ 

. nter FIRGTESS.” 
"Find. Oh Lard, Page, ' what's the matter ? Here's old goings” or ra- 
new doings. Prithee let -you and "wth in our Two-pence 2 
Pixce into this Marriage-Lottery, * " "99 


_—_ 


; | | "0 Ab Lean, You'll 


o % — 


$3gh \ack > Ca 


M's Boidle. De: +8 37 * 


* Lean,” Youll raw nothing 1 bat Hanks I} aſſure you, from mens 
let me conſider o! 
ning we n; Mi. rus muſt be Jone hand over head. | 
"O08 Welt, have one Card to play ſtill ; and with 'you, Pindreſe. 
TI 1 ey + ts lhoy'd-inen wp © T als benbne, 
& . up T tre" [ '-, - * 
XAftae.) - We Pindroſ; | 
” Beg gone tot A” at = at _ Welt Corner of Ee: 
cn. and '-FU come to immediately with the Chaplain,” Youw-muſt 
iſper, for, we. muſt paſp/upon the Chaplain Sag Lady andthe 


Gen man. Haſte. 3043 2:00! 
Pin. Shan't I pit on my New Gown firſt Poem 1:9 gUA 
Leap. NO, $9.5: you: tall bave s Green Gonga for your We ing in 

the. Arbo JS . - ec s/ A AS” 


Pis. A Green YRS A Wal, all Fleſh is Graſs: | ; 9 wy Bo 
- Leay,, Make haſte; my- one 
Piz. And will you come pos you be ſure toicome 2 —0 my ittte = 


Green Gooſeberry, my Teeth waters at yEame— 1 if Og 
Lean. Now Chants. — No, thou'rt blind, + * , 4 os } $68. 

. Then Lowe, be.thou my Guidty, aud ſet-aie right 9 wr | 

The Mind, like me. prone beſt, Eyes by Night. +37! « « (Euit 


b I sC E N-E "Bulifache's Houſe.” * ng oh 
Me. Bee Lovemel, Bruſh, and Servant. 


Ts his. ——+=By DE eLags 


atid JE Dan ſpy's ſome haſty Lights glancing 
theRooms z ow you preſently. * (Exie Bruſh, )—Can't you inform 
me get A ; ne-46115 916 if d 

edapodes an can inform ye. -$2thiz) USL, Wil 


k 8 Pouiet: \GU) 3 22200 A180 \ | 
the's 2 lenge Mr; Club, 
Imallry,. Meeps don wake me—- 


i 


m—_ ye. - 
* Cog bs : , bi = uni, iredoy.. 


_ Club; Avgh. 


5 Love and Bottle. 


” Club. Angh, 


—"Tis afad thing to be Gn 90n, ref. his 


Lov, Can you - inform me where your Maſter's 
Clb; My Maſter? Augh 
Lov, Yes, jSir or ,naray (8 p : 

Club. My naſe 
leyo is: i Midnight, Rr ve 


. Tov. ny rt alleop- Kill, | Blockhead.”' p be, "or——mhere's 


Way. - + 


Fackin WY; yawning, 
is it, Sir? I ky. 


J. :Clubo Augh=1 had the leafanteſt” Dream when” you on call'd me -——- 


thought my Mafter's/great black Stone-horfe, : had Hroke 
e among the Mares—Augh—— and Þ, Sir, you call'd NC 
_ ſo I waken?d. 


Augh 
a Sababint ah, (/&rikes him) - 
Inb. Zauns, Sir! what d'ye frenn, - Sir ? My Maſter's as go a Mair 


Now your- rear $.0uk, Tho 


as you, Sir, Denzine; 'Sir? i 
Lov. ” Tell me preſently, where your Maſter i is, Sirrah, or ns duſt 
ev out of yeur'-Jackert.. | | 
Oh, Sir, your Name Lovevel, Sir! 
' Love. W t then,. Sir 2? . 
Club. Why then my Maſter is— where you are not; Sir,—— My 


Maſter's in a fine Se, and em I take it. 
| —_— 


cre Exectioer, '” ap/ him in che 


Club. Ay. Sir : gs Pillory that. _ woud give Ft Ears for, T 


warrant you think my Maſter's over'hea&#tid: wn thy | 
you wou'd have drown'd him in. But, Sir e his Ei Ys bat 
of wes * 


py 
tom on't., ' 
Lov. He may paſs over.the Quagmire oppo 
ping;ſloves Widiinchix any. "AL Dilb. x 199 > > ary. Fl 
_ Clubs He has got oyer- diy:kbd; alike na pri. Sic," 
not you receive a Note from Lucinda, the true da,.to meet 
at Ten in her QGorden ro Night. WE ye n LE i- 
he, batting Wor s int 0 lk erg BOD, ut en UND Haga 
© ; 
"Los. *Sdeath, Raſcal, What A hn 2, 


SM 38S £5 apr? yOY 297 EI 21 flaps ONTO T 


vie ven. "oNaM oy So atNr row,” 


— 


/ 


no / 


PS? '#Bitths : ” 


Cl. Hold, -Sir, [have more Intelligence. * You ile 7 Lhriek bi 
Poo in a hurrey ig the Park, and juſtled that ſweet Lettet out. of , 
your Pocket, ab . This Letter "fell into ay, Maſter's hands, Sir, Nl 


diſcovered y Sham, Sir, your Trick, Si r, Now Sir, I think youre 
- + CceP in che AS pt fads bel fl Fn whe they gone, Py 7 

Lov. Cars misfortune !—And where: are e, Sir Quickl 
the Truck: the whol ar on. 


Truth, or Pl ſpit you like 
þ i > Rb Dog, 0 yrick, & 8.16 - rl 


Club. I defi 
timate Friend, or ſo, upon a. Bribe. = 6 a hundred Pounds,” or {o, ba 
ſided with him, taken imto Lycinds's Garden in your ſtea 6, ny. 3 
a! 'Pagſon| 'and'all, 'and fo forth, ——— Now, Sir, I, hope t oct has 


brought the” Play to a very good Cata —- Cata—what d'ye call him, 


Sir ? | 

:L0v; Twas hel intoantarth 1 in the Garden, —*Sdexth ! Trick'd . 

Port! | Pl cut off one of his Limbs, FI make a Synelepha of hi b 
Club: He;he, he't — Two Calies ſack'd on the ſame Cow !— _ 
Lov. Nay then 1 begin with you. X 
Club. Zauns ! Murder ! Dem me ! ' Zanns * Murder / zona” 


off, aid Lovewell wy. b 


& to the Amti-C hamber ix Lucinda”s houſe 3 4 "7 
d Sword #1 the Table. Exter- Bruſh. ' , 


a: [ have been) peepingfand cruching abdit like &' Git « Moaltng, 


SCENE ch 


Hat: ſinell 2 Rat—A Sword ahd Hat /— are certainly a pair of 

Breeches alimony 1e—— ro theſe, and may be lap'd up in wy. Ladies La- 

vender, 0 knows (lifter. 
©} Enter Lovewel) is 4 h | 


Lov: What; __ What'are you doing ? ,( tricks $434 4 

- Fraſh. believe ſo too, Sir, —See here;— (Shews the Hat and Sword. 

Lov. By all my ho ; Roobeel's Hat and'Sword. This is miſchief up-' 

ont miſchief.: Rom: the Garden, Sirrah';z and if- you find any bo- 

sfecure ems; Pl ſearch the Houſe —Pi ral! 'd H=Fly.—Rochuck I-—, 

hog? —Rothwek ?—hoa? ; | 
7 Enter Roebnckaniburtor'd; > rus 4olLovewell, ani ne Sics 

Roeb, Dear, dear 'Zovewel, wiſh me Joy, wiſh me Joy, my Friend. 


Tov. Of wha on 
Do Of. the. daared;tendert, + ſofteſt Bride, that ever bleſt 
Mey vjg2me.: fr yall TRE: 'Wings, and muſt fly again to 
her embraces. Detain me not, my Friend. *L 


Zo — Sir (pho 7on-mock inte > tho? that it ſelf's unkind. 
00/3 ſhe's more than ſenſe can har 


{—By 
Tongue: oo Es Oh Luckrda'! hood Heaven— 
Lov. Hold, Sir ;- no more. 


Jes I'm on the Rack of Pleaſure, ST muſt confeſs all. 


ned He 
pogcing: Waſs .; 712 R*-4 4 wo 
Ing das alt, | - & 67 mat 
| prredeh: mA Love, af F.3d 0 aoo7 
res a Ne in liquid : CR os. 
Whilſt in ſoft broken, ſighs, we catch/Ceach gth TX bowls, +. + 
gar = 


Come, come,;Recbuck, no more of this | 
rl wear you hart marry, her,.... ++ wh 
y Heayen Iſwear ſo too, for I'm, married: alrdady..  4Þ 
Nt thourt a Villain. - 
55; G's Villain, Man! —-- Pihaw | thats Nonſence.- A poor: - 
Can Mpger get married, than you imagine he may, be call'd*a:Vil- 
tly.—-— Yot may callme a Fool, a Blockhead,: or-an As, m_ 
| ue Autor of Cuſtom : But why a Villain, for God's fake ? 
DE LY 1p ons! to meet ſt ight a Gratiean for me in 
] y94; 


Mol Caciads is my Miſtreſs, 
"Xdeh. This Lucinga, Sir; is my Wk. 


\"Zev. Then this decides the matter. —- Draw. (Throws Roebuck, 

: bis Sword, and draws bis ow, 

"i Fob, Prithee quiet, Man, I've other bus'neſs to mind on my Wed- 
ding-night; - I miſt in tomy Bride. (Going. 


97, $ijr.z. move a ſtep, and by Heavens Pl Babther; Ny 
Np up-z Pſhaw, Tan. paper's, to OynP Fry, De- 
em | 
"Tex, Ds you daly wiih me, Sir ? a MF "Yy 
o&f, Why you won't be ſo, ugevnſeionable 23 to kill a "Man fo fud- 
| denly ; - T han't made. my, Will yet-; -Perbaps 1+ may leave you's Legacy. 
- Lov, Pardon me Heaven's, if preſe'd. Þy. finging taunts, ray Paſſion. 
hl my Arm to at what's foul, J:+ F243 Js tl 1 pnſh a .hjthe, Ic 
Roe. Nola. | (Taking ing up hiaSwords) /Fis ſafeſt making Peace; they hy, 
with Sword in hand. thee what, New, E:woud net lofertbis- 
Nights Pleaſure for the honour of fighting and//van - the9Soven” 
- Champions .of Chriftendom: Permit-me then, hut thisNight 46 rewt#n to 
the Arms of .my dear Bride, ape Foch hed troth: Pll-take wg Thraft 
with you to morrow morning @ Tide! hendib a 
Lov. What ; Ret Yefor =_ it $@acn 
| Roch. Y - b, Do pour! — when you.” rye me mew, ol for” 


Io 7 377 Tikzats 


-Fe In Afoor 
: fon Wl aothin more thy Gall 7,-—Fhau' ——Thou'tſ; in 
| atcful. |. 4-love.thee,' NT re 

1: 2h a ore name..not that [agony farthch” ba a Fepetiion' 


£ -aVer-Pay all thy favours. 


T (\ 


Yawns | 
4wou 'q: 


a . 
n : 
* | 5, 
- 4 - - 


BY A 


Morea werl 


ch NEED Se Bs tak es Fogrmos | 

: , 
©. Korb.. My F brew Yet. dies Halancy Paſion;..but Peay nite. 
grairl more of an 


_ 4 by Heaven yon turn the Scale_:r: <c; 
Lov. (Panſmg.) Na, Fve tter: ; my Reaſon tleatt : 'She is 
not worth my Sword ; 3a Ballyonly 


rn ſhou'd draw in her. (Pure fordhe's - 
4 Proſtitute, | | Puts s Sword. 
Roeb, A Profits ! ; By; Heaven thou 1y'ſ; ) ring wa Ke 
blaſphem'd. ertue anſwers the. uncorrupt feta 2 Whman: + 
much above Immodeſty, that-itimocks Temptation; :: [Sit ridc'd 
we the bright, Honous of her Sex;-and I and Chenplaw rowhie 
the 

Lov. Then I have loſt what naught: on-Earth+can- pay; Cutſe.on'all 
doubts, all Jealouſies, that. deſtroy our preſent happinefs,.by miſtriſtin 
the future. Thus miſ- believers making their Heaven uncertain,” Sed. 

tain, Hell.-+—And is: ſhe Vertoons'? —--ſaund by e2ny 
ilow, w which dogs: proclaim me Gwilty. 13140 {Agent w. 

*Roeb. By Heavens. as Vertuous-as: thy Siſter: 1695 Ho a 04 RIOT 

_ Low. My Siſter 3 ——-— Ha 1=-+—1 fear, Sir, ietanag 
Lucinda has wrong'd my Siſter ; for her you cons and? F heard 
lov'd you. 

Roeb. 1 courted: her, Ys true, and lov'd her alſo:3"nay7 ily Leave to 
hers rivall'd my Friendſhip tow ds; and 'had my Fate atlow'd metime 
for thought, her dear remembrance might . rech Rope hall bn 
But ſigce- 'tis paſt, I muſt own to you, to her, and 
I caft off all former Paſſion, and ſhall henceforth pee wy TINS 
_ dear Ginels of . her Charmiog Arms roar nhdtt Thu nos pebt- 


MO, Eons in et { begh-t ware 
. Lean. 1 take Joo.oh your word. .T ſs he Arm rk, Kv[Et 
You. 
"Rog Oh Gods an pine> Zewttbe? 1 ' 2; A 10 e Ie 5 ut q 
Lov. My viſter'\,  Happns it.catnot be. - "I Jo 


* Forks. By, Heavens cus it cata ally it muſt 'b6-10:—=—<-4 Foy 
Earth could give foch Joys but ſhe —+Who: wouldhave2thþ 
Joys cod bear increaſe? Lovewell, my Friocnd /{: this is wy Siſfer 160Us- 
Leanthe } may-MiſtreG,-my Bride, my. Wiſe. > 15.4 99 554 ok 


Lia, | m1 n, Sr 0 ch I beg jon opurdhn he aver 


_ violentſpaſſion, 
nong fach ASImay bloy —_ TED Ve 


pd ang Vir ran: - 
you no longer in ſuſpence, *twas 1 brought the Lett i [t 
'tveas I. manag'd the Intrigue with: Zxcinds pl ſene' the tote-to Mr." Rd: 
back i arg 3 and Em | de want 1G 


4. 4&* 
+ Re” 


" Love bal s Bothle/\ 

UpBeob.: Tiits was the Bride of happy me 7727 2 gum <> OY 
' Lov. Thou art my 'Siſter;*and my Guardian-Anz 

blefs'd eby ſelf and bleſs'd thy Brother. ' Entipd TH and Fn 
Reb: May | ==— She ſalt be thine, my Friend.” Lie" pol 

(on. Where is Lucinda ? * "F7o0'S4 FHOWG v1 #4: 19% on F 

, Evrer Mockmode. 
t.” Not. far off ; tho? far:enough” froimyou, y the mois” 
Yau muſt-give me leave not'o believe you, Sir, Alek 


-Oh! Matiam;:1 crave you ten thouſand pardons by Uni 
ſe, 'Madain-———Zauns, Madam, Dem'me; Madam: (Offers" ro 


S "— 
) 


. | | "gr H, her » 
zLov.. By your leave, Sir” ——— (Thr m bac 
bak Couſin Mockmodr*— — How Go \Mour Fi ah 


> Stock. Gentlemen, 1 thank you all f6+ your Trick; Youth: 
-_ imagine I have got _ Whore, Couſin, your Crack, ButGentle- 


by the aſſiſtance of aPoet, your Sheely is Metamorphos'd into the 
ul Levndes Which our Eyes ſhall teſtifie. Bring in the Juty there. — 


Enter Lyrick and Trudge. 
Trad. ' Oh my dear Reoback * Chis ſeeing Eojenel, throws off 


And Faith is.it you;: dear. Joy ? ber Maſque, flies to him, takes bjim a 
eh dot err boit thi "Neck" nd Ber im, 
ſeven | Hark 7 ; E< 
»#et. \ Zauns'!t 
- Roch. Bo off, ſtale Iniquity. od. nay you 11 FE (his? [0 
(To Gathe.. 
Trud. Indeed I won't live with that ſtranger. You promiſed to mar- 
r3me,-;{0; you did.-—Ah Sir, Neday's a brave 'Boy,” God bleſs __ 
he's a whole arm full ; Lord knows.I had'a heavy load: of hin, 
Zev. Guilty, or Nor Guilty," Mr. : HMockmode t* 


Mock. 'Tis paſt that 3 1 am! condemn'd; Nt hano'd: th M 
EE ye, Madan; bro pe = 


[Tangve: for the. Quitifey./ -- - T * 04, 
Yes, that iitwas; Sir.” in | 
Meck. Then he may 30 fo ain; for a Derit tae mp fer Hat 
rot CB. nr oo, is this yout Pocticat-Friendſhip ?+ © - .; 
Loconvinceyou of your! PETS | 
ery amy feavsare orer;="Bar where $ Lucinda ? how''s' 
44319] 54 Hernan? ey. 
; 4xcang\. 3 he fear ſh "iay inder cif beihg diſcover'd by: you, gave me Ati 
opportunity of. impoſing Pindreſs uporther-inftead of 'this — — 
whoin ſhe expeQed to-wear one of Pindreſs 'Night-Gowns as a Di 


viſe .; To make the Cheit more be eras ſhe diſguis'd her ſelf in my 


Cloaths , 


Lap anla Be. 


penny <1 Tr hart nr le Gems for * 
Hits genome ah to find. hor 6b out 4. "vapd b pardos, 


mf ou, which the di Lac we the 
iu Well I Lyrick, 


rm bun Tos, 
WW ; was Plot your. Sebi 21s -) 
ade; Ws (þ mind to Aon Lovemell, to catch” Lucin 


you. give me-leaye to:call you'ſo now? 

lars Tradfe to: ſonate Zucinda, ard ſnap him in this = 

Now Sir, you'll give me leave to write your Tpas MEN 

a . Bly 5 Epithaloodfhiny Epitaph, h-Qw#1, #4 wy ried.a- 

live.” 1 hope youll return my ha red pound I'Zaye yauifor mpar- 

rying me, 3 beat 5d o3 14951 

But. for Five hundred. mOre. Fn UNIPGTTF: 'JOWe i Theſe axe 

Fs ps and men of induſtry my make Money, : 2:2 215d 

Mock, Here's the Mone ney, þ by the, Uniyerſe, Gir'4 #Bili-of Five; hun- 

dred pound Sterling; upon Ditto the A in Cheepfide,” (RS 
rh a Reprieve, tis yours. , 


yr. Lay it in that Gentleman 's hands, (Give: Roxb. the —_— 


The "Executioner, ſhal cut the Rope. (Goes; to c coor a9 ring thn \ 
dreſs like a Parſon. 


Here's Revelation for you ! —-- Puls the Gown. 

Mock. Oh than d Whore of Babylon ! ; oY 

Lov. What, Po the ſecond ! were: you the Prieſt ? 

Bull, Of the Poet's Ordination. 

Lyr. Ay, ay, before the time of Chriſtianity the Poets were Prieſts. 

Mock. No wonder then that all the World rare Heathens. : 
 Lyr. Howd'ye like the Plot? wou'd it not do well for a Play ?--— 
My Money, Si (To 0 Roebuck... 

Lyr. No, Sir, it belongs to this Gentlewoman.— (Gives it toTrudge, 

uy have divorcd her, and muſt give her ſepgra ate me Renaes 
| res another turn'of Plot yon were n are of, Mr. Z; 
sf . Enter Lucinda, Leanthe, and Pindreſs. 

fe. You have told me Wonders. | 

Here are theſe can teſtifie the trath. This Gentleman is the 
ra =, Mockmode, ang wuch ipch another perſon as, your dream 16- 
en 

Jo, tho Mata, yo wy. diflembling,. are only*the 

me d goat. ar entice Happine®s: 2 Bris 

| by "willing g'you Joy a it 

rec ba at the requeſt of your » dMa>hatd- 

A na palt Jeal (ered I You __ | 


pe 
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"Levethds Ban). 
va ug on, 1 ft for"Gng and hey'4e% Thad — 


tg wn F, Wars, 
+ to YI9\% Py TÞ "4 iJ treſi'd opreoel - three Mer ihe 5 bnYy 
Fog 7. 1 moſt reward your $ r.:Lovewell for the wm: Services 
ey PR. Phat you ferrle Ee it © | 
'Cort - Phat make over your Eſtate In 7retoa to your 
rey ee ed a Lab Ca, 
-*Tixdone -— Fmuty with this Proy ifo, Brother, "That" you” forfaks 


£ bnoab Boothe know-1 tr (li kd; 
-Barnftiolt:Wwhor Wy as a> ſordid - fordid Bl gin 
I ſcorn ov be, brib'd even to Fartas: : 


Bd alt Vettuesſake,l here embrace it. E ens 
L have hve pour all Goodneſs with' Leambe, wy ai : 


-. 


U from ell my former Foltjes,” ©? © > | 
by wrodity 087 Fate. - Wild: ard Onlawful Flames © 7 9.) 


and ſofter Love reckaims, | OT ND 94 
FEE et 7h 


was loſt by Wehar's Falf', oO OT 
Bxt Per pions Worine: thus reftores it all. 90 (Exeunt omnies 
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